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PIRATES' CREEK. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE DECLARATION OF WAR. 

HERE IS nothing else for it, you see. I 
must go and seek my fortune some- 
where.' 

* Why not stay here, Harry, and find something 
to do?' 

' Here at Ashbrook, Rachel ! what could I do ? 
Bind myself apprentice to Polwhely the boat- 
builder ; or carry out Doctor Pendargave's physic 
bottles ; or drive the sea-gulls and crows out of 
Farmer Grebow's fields with that old shi s pistol 
hanging over the fireplace > * 

Neither the boy nor his young counsellor, 
Rachel Maybank, could resist a smile at this list 
of the only possible employments at the sleepy 
Tamar-side village. It was only the ghost of a 
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smile after all. Barely a fortnight had gone by 
since Harry Treverton had followed his father to 
his quiet grave in the churchyard hard by. 

A thorough, open-hearted sailor of the old 
school was Lieutenant Treverton ; pay and prize- 
money had flowed through his hands like water. 
No wonder, then, that at his father's death Harry's 
sole inheritance consisted of the small cottage and 
garden which, some eighteen months before, when 
placed on half-pay during the short-lived Peace of 
Amiens, the lieutenant had purchased. 

And this was why the boy and girl — Harry was 
but sixteen, and Rachel somewhat younger — on 
this fine May morning in the year of our Lord 
1803, were seated in the old-fashioned little 
parlour, gravely discussing ways and means. 

The lieutenant's writing desk stood on the table ; 
and it was with a reluctant feeling, as if he were 
doing something wrong, and prying into his dead 
father's secrets, that Harry had unfastened the lock. 
The only contents, however, were some watch and 
quarter-bills of the ' Melpomene ' frigate — the last 
ship in which the officer had sailed — a packet of 
old letters, and a small, very small bundle con- 
taining notes and gold. 

* Just twenty-three pounds,' said Harry, count- 
ing the money over for the second time. 

'And that is all you have } ' 

' That is all. But it won't cost much to take ^ 
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THE DECLARATION OF WAR. 7 

me up to London ; I must go there first, in hopes 
of finding that distant cousin of whom my father 
used to speak, the only relation I have. A regular 
merchant prince, I remember he used to call 
him.' 

* And if you don*t find this great merchant ? ' 

' Then I will go to sea, and carve out a fortune 
in foreign parts. Little chance, though, of doing 
that in these peaceful times.' 

* And if you do go to sea,' said Rachel, clapping 
her hands, *I will ask my father to make you 
captain of one of his ships.' 

Mr. Maybank was a personage of some little 
importance in the village, where during the late 
war he had fitted out one or two small privateers, 
which had done good service in adding many a 
golden guinea to the store he was laying by for 
his fair-haired daughter. 

'Now I must stay no longer,' continued the 
girl. ' Father will be wondering where I am. I 
shall tell him how I was obliged to come inside 
when I saw you through the window looking so sad, 
with that open desk lying on the table before you.' 

Of course there were a few last words before 
parting at the garden gate ; and while lingering to 
say these words a shout from below attracted the 
attention of the young pair. 

It was a lovely scene that was spread out before 
them. From the high ground on which the cottage 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



8 PIRATES' CREEK. 

stood, at the head of the steep street that clomb the 
hill from the water's edge, the broad expanse of the 
noble river dotted with the dark hulls of many a 
ship ' laid up in ordinary * could be followed, until 
the eye rested on the building sheds and houses of 
Plymouth Dock. Farther still, in the clear atmo- 
sphere, undarkened then by clouds of smoke from 
countless steamships, the waters of the Sound 
glittered in the sunshine. 

In the shelter of Cawsand Bay — for as yet no 
breakwater guarded the entrance of the Sound — a 
powerful fleet of line-of-battle ships and frigates 
lay at anchor, with white sails loose. The peace 
was but a treacherous lull in the war-tempest after 
all, and England had never really disarmed. 

The shouts came from a boat in which were 
two rowers pulling vigorously, while a third man 
standing up waved over his head a white placard 
or flag. A group of idlers — every second man at 
Ashbrook was an idler, and did nothing all day but 
lounge about, pipe in mouth and hands in pockets 
— soon collected at the landing-place, crowding 
round the man as he jumped on shore. The shout- 
ing grew louder, the loungers waving their hats and 
cheering at the top of their voices. 

Then the men made their way up the street, 
women and children running out to join them, 
until the whole village seemed in an uproar. 

♦ They are crying out "war ! *' * exclaimed Trever* 
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THE DECLARATION OF WAR, 9 

ton, rushing down the hill to meet the advancing 
crowd. 

* Hurrah ! war with Buonaparte ! * sounded the 
men's voices in deep bass ; and ' Hurrah ! war with 
Boney ! ' cried the children in shriller tones. 

On the placard was a copy of the Declaration 
of War, signed GEORGE R. ; and underneath it an 
Order of Council calling for volunteers for his 
Majesty's land and sea forces, and offering a 
bounty and free kit to all men who would join. 

The bounty was not very tempting to the 
people of Ashbrook, where there were few regular 
man-of-war sailors, most of them being * 'long-shore 
men,' getting a living, such as it was, by boating 
and fishing. Some, however, would be sure to 
volunteer. Better to pocket the bounty, they felt, 
than to be caught by the pressgangs, which would 
be sweeping the place in a night or two, now that 
war was declared. 

Thirsty souls were these west countrymen ! 
Excitement and shouting had brought on a drouth 
which nought but the old ale of the 'Admiral 
Rodney * could quench. The doors of the hospi- 
table hostelry, at the top of the hill where the street 
began to merge into a country road, stood wide 
open. A solitary individual at first slipped in, as 
if rather ashamed of what he was doing so early in 
the day. Then by twos and threes the example 
was more boldly followed, until at last the Icirge 
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sanded parlour was filled to overflowing, and the 
tail end of the crowd were forced to seat them- 
selves on benches under the big elm tree, from 
whose branches the creaking sign-board swung. 

For a short time the women lingered outside, 
and then, knowing too well by experience that 
husbands and fathers once under the potent spell 
of the 'Admiral Rodney' moved not for many a 
long hour, they slowly returned to their homes, 
and to the neglected duties of pail and mop and 
washing tub. 

Once more the village street was quiet ; and 
Treverton, having convoyed Rachel Maybank to 
her father's door, returned to his own cottage. 

He wanted to think out his plans a little. This 
war, ought it to affect his intention of going to 
London ? If he stayed, there could be little doubt 
that RacheVs father would be able now to give him 
a berth. Then, on the other hand, with the aid of 
his wealthy cousin in that great city which he had 
as yet never seen, but of whose marvels he had oft- 
times heard from the lieutenant — who once had 
spent a month in viewing its glories, and wasted 
thereby the prize-money of a whole three years* 
commission — he might be able to do far better. 

Pacing the garden walk to and fro, as if it were 
the quarter-deck of a ship^indeed, from living with 
seafaring folk, and being constantly on the water, 
Harry had caught many a sailor's trick— he thought 
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the question out, until he decided to keep to his 
first resolve, and make his way to London, 

Having come to this decision, the sooner he 
went the better. He would start the very next 
day. 

And so on the following morning, after a fare- 
well talk with Rachel, who promised to look after 
cottage and garden until her father should find a 
tenant, Harry Treverton, taking with him a small 
valise that he could carry in his hand, walked down 
the village street, and stepping into a boat, told 
the waterman to land him at Plymouth Dock. 

A pleasant breeze filled the sail, and in less than 
an hour they reached the Hamoaze. Many a time 
had the boy rowed or sailed over these same waters, 
but nev6r had they presented so animated a scene 
as on that morning. Ships of the line, frigates, and 
smaller craft lay at anchor in every stage of fitting 
out, some in the first step of being masted, others 
with their equipment nearly complete, bending sails 
in readiness to move out of harbour. 

Lighters with guns and dockyard stores lay 
alongside the ships, and the air seemed alive with 
the twittering of boatswains' calls as the heavy 
gear was hoisted up and swung on board. To and 
fro, between the ships and the shore, there passed 
innumerable boats, and from the admiral's flag- 
staff at Mount Wise signals were incessantly flying. 

What English boy could see such things going 
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on, and not wish to bear his part in them ? Seated 
in the slow-going waterman's boat, and watching 
the smart-looking midshipmen as they dashed 
rapidly past in cutter or gig, how Treverton re- 
gretted his father's refusal to the oft-repeated 
request that he might join the service ! 

A twelve-oared barge swept by, with the flag 
of an admiral of the red flying at the bows. 

'That must be Admiral Cornwallis,* said the 
boatman, pointing out a distinguished-looking 
personage in the stern, with cocked hat and coat 
embroidered with gold lace. ' I heard this morning 
that he was to have command of the Channel fleet, 
and hoist his flag in the old *' Dreadnought." There 
goes the salute.* 

As he spoke, a bright flash darted from the 
side of a three-decker lying just ahead, carrying the 
flag of the Port- Admiral. 

' Seventeen guns,* said the man, counting them 
as they were fired, 'that's the right number for a 
commander-in-chief. And there comes the return 
salute from the " Dreadnought " in the Sound. Her 
guns do seem like popguns at this distance, and 
yet they say she carries thirty-two pounders.* 

A few more strokes, and the boat reached a 
rough kind of landing-place with tumble-down 
steps, just outside the dockyard wall. 

* Will your honour land here at Mutton Cove, 
or go farther on towards Mount Wi3e ? * 
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'You may as well put me on shore at once/ 
said Harry, taking up the boat-hook. 

It was not an easy matter to get alongside the 
steps, so thick was the crowd of man-of-war's boats 
taking in fresh meat and provisions of every sort. 

' That's why the place is called Mutton Cove, 
d'ye see, sir ? ' remarked the waterman ; ' because 
the midshipmen comes here for their fresh beef.* 

After a good deal of struggling, Harry Tre- 
verton managed to jump on shore. Valise in hand, 
he made his way along the narrow, ill-paved street. 

He was off to seek his fortune ; and, like all 
true-hearted boys before and since, he was ready to 
meet and to welcome whatever perils or adventures 
might befall him in the quest. 
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CHAPTER II. 

HARRY'S FIRST ADVENTURE. 

AY uniforms, the cheerful bustle of ships 
fitting out, the music of the oars as boat 
after boat skimmed the surface of the 
clear water, bathed in sunshine — all these things 
made up the bright side of naval preparations for 
war. Our adventurer was now to see a little of the 
reverse. 

Keeping by the dockyard wall until he reached 
Fore Street, he found his further progress barred 
by a crowd of women collected outside the closed 
gates. Some were talking loudly and angrily, some 
were weeping quietly ; but all wore the same look of 
distress, and all evidently shared the same sorrow. 
He had not long to wait to know the meaning. 

The gates opened, and some twenty-five or 
thirty youths and men, guarded by a lieutenant 
and a body of seamen, marched slowly out, turn- 
ing down towards the landing-place he had just 
quitted. 
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* Who are they ? ' he inquu-ed. 

* Who should they be,' exclaimed an angry- 
looking woman with a baby in her arms, * but the 
poor fellows picked up by the pressgang last night I 
Ah ! there's my Jim, and he's been hurt I ' 

Screaming violently, the woman sprang forward, 
pushing the escort aside, and threw her arms round 
the neck of a loutish-looking young fellow with a 
bandaged forehead, from which a few drops of 
blood had trickled down. 

'Handsomely now, mistress,' said the good- 
natured sailors ; * if you keep quiet, you can walk 
down to the boat with your boy.' 

'There, there, mother,' cried the lad, Td as 
lief serve the King as not. Only I didn't choose to 
be taken for nothing ; and I warrant I gave as 
good as I got.' 

' And that's truth he's telling. I only wish I 
had quieted him with the back of my cutlass a 
little sooner,' growled out a stalwart blue-jacket, 
with his arm in a sling. 

The lad's face broke out into a grim sort of 
smile at this testimony to his prowess ; and the 
mother's face grew more contented, as, keeping her 
place by her son, she joined the procession on it3 
march towards Mutton Cove. 

The crowd of women — many of whom had also 
found sons or lovers amongst the captured men — 
closed in behind ; and Harry Treverton found 
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himself standing alone outside the dockyard 
gates. 

Now the first thing he wanted to know was the 
time the London coach started. A few steps took 
him to the office in Fore Street 

' To-morrow morning at eight/ was the answer 
to his inquiry. The coach for that day had already 
gone. 

The scene he had just witnessed made him 
think a little. While such a hot press was going 
on, it was scarcely safe to remain in Plymouth. 
From the cut of the clothes he wore he might 
easily be mistaken for a sailor, and several of 
the captured men were dressed quite as well as 
himself. The pressgangs were in no wise par- 
ticular. 

Returning to the office, he engaged and paid 
for a seat in the next day*s coach, leaving an extra 
half-crown for the guard, in order that he might 
keep a bright look-out, and pick him up on the 
road. He could easily get a bed for the night at 
some pleasant country inn, he thought. 

The midshipmen's house in those days at Ply- 
mouth Dock was the * London/ and here, as it was 
getting on towards two o'clock, he laid in a good 
dinner before starting ; envying much some young- 
sters at another table who, from their talk, he found 
belonged to the ' Dreadnought,' and were expect- 
ing in a week's time to sail, in company with about 
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one hundred other ships, to blockade the French 
fleet at Brest. 

It took the best part of an hour walking 
through Stonehouse, and threading the tortuous 
streets of Plymouth. At length the open country 
was gained, houses and shops were left behind, 
trees and green hedges bordered the road on either 
side, and Harry, in high spirits, stepped out cheerily. 

Once or twice, when passing public-houses, he 
had been hailed by men on the watch with ' Hollo, 
messmate ! come inside and have a drink ;' and one 
man, not contented with words, had even laid 
hands on him. But shaking himself free, the boy 
had escaped the snare, 

A glow of self-satisfaction spread over him as 
he trudged along in the bright sunshine. * Now I 
am quite safe,' he thought; 'capitally managed 
altogether ! ' 

Poor boy! he was but young, or he would 
never have ventured to tempt fate by patting 
himself on the back in this manner. 

The westering sun was casting long shadows, 
and Treverton*s steps were becoming decidedly 
slower, when a small inn by the wayside hove in 
sight. Would it do for his resting-place that night ? 

Coming closer, he looked up at the sign : * The 
Jolly Topers.* That was not very prepossessing ; 
and the place itself seemed more like a pothouse 
than a country inn. No, he must go farther. 

B 
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* Are you going my way ? ' inquired a man who 
stepped outside at that moment. 

The stranger, a tall, powerfully built fellow, 
with something of a sailor's look about him, without 
asking further permission, joined Treverton, who 
would greatly have preferred walking alone, only 
he did not exactly know how to say so. 

* If you are seeking a shelter for the night, you 
cannot do better than make choice of the house I 
have just left' 

* I would rather find a better inn than that,* 
answered the boy shortly. 

'Perhaps you are right. But it will soon be 
sunset, and the roads are scarcely safe. There are 
many footpads haunting this very wood we are 
coming to ; and if you carry your money in that 
valise, you may chance to lose it ere it grows dark.' 

* My money is not in the valise, but safe in an 
inner pocket,' said Treverton, off his guard. 

A few minutes later, and they came to the foot 
of a steep declivity, where the trees, growing thickly 
on either side and meeting overhead, shut out the 
waning light. The boy, as he entered within the 
gloom, hesitated and drew back with a feeling of 
apprehension, hoping that his companion might 
pass on in front. But the man, turning suddenly, 
seized him with an irresistible grasp, and threw him 
heavily to the ground. 

A cry from the startled boy was stifled by the 
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heavy hand of the highwayman pressed violently 
over his mouth. 

' Make no noise, or you are a dead man. Now 
for that money you stowed away so carefully. 
Ha ! here it is.' 

It was no use struggling against the grip of 
those iron hands. The boy perforce remained 
quiet while the man drew forth the purse and exa- 
mined the contents, which seemed to give much 
satisfaction. 

Well they might ; for Harry's entire little for- 
tune was there, diminished only by the sum he 
had paid at the coach office. 

Transferring the purse into his own pocket, the 
robber, kneeling upon his victim's chest, drew out 
a pistol ; while the boy, watching the movement, 
deemed his last hour had come. 

But the man, looking at the youthful face up- 
turned towards him, and meeting the steady gaze 
of those eyes, wherein was no unmanly cowardice 
or affright, hesitated. 

* One blow with the butt-end would settle all, 

and make no noise. And yet Hark'ye, young 

sir : if I spare your life, will you pledge me your 
word to raise no hue-and-cry after me until an 
hour has passed away ? I shall be safe enough 
by then.' 

The promise was given. How, indeed, could it 
l>e withheld ? 
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* Stop a bit/ said the highwayman as Harry 
was about to rise. * It wouldn't do for you to be 
tempted too much, you see, so we will put you out 
of the way of it.* 

And grasping him by the arm, he led the boy 
farther into the wood, well out of sight from the 
road ; and taking a cord from his pocket, bound 
him hands and feet, strongly and artistically, to a 
tree. 

'You may keep your valise,' he said, as he 
turned away and plunged deeper into the wood. 

One more glimpse Harry caught of his consi- 
derate friend, holding up his arm in a menacing 
manner, doubtless as a reminder of the promise ; 
then he disappeared. 

Thank God, he was safe. Harry breathed 
more freely, although his position and his pros- 
pects were by no means pleasant. In the first 
place, with the exception of a few shillings in his 
waistcoat pocket, he was penniless. And then, 
secondly — but he could not think of any secondly — 
the cords round his wrist began to hurt too much. 
He tried hard to loosen them, but only succeeded 
a very little. Evidently his assailant had served 
at sea before he took to the road, and was well 
versed in the art of making knots. 

Just then he heard footsteps on the road hard 
by. Ah ! what a comfort ! now he should be re- 
leased. He was on the point of calling out^ when 
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he remembered the promise, and stopped the cry 
for help while it was trembling on his lips. 

Whether a promise made under constraint, and 
prospect of instant death, ought to be binding in 
every case I do not like to say. I only know that 
Harry Treverton felt his word was passed, and 
that on the strength of that word his life had been 
spared. 

And so he kept silent. And the footsteps 
passed by ; and as the time went on, the wrists 
began to swell from the tightness of the cord, 
until the pain became almost unbearable. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A SEARCH WITHOUT SUCCESS. 




EVER was such a long hour, thought 
our adventurer, as the one he spent 
imprisoned in the wood. It seemed 
as if a second or even a third had gone by, when 
the welcome sound of wheels on the hard road 
caught his ear. 

Now, then, was his chance. He called loudly 
for help. 

Jog, jog. It must be some country cart re- 
turning from market. Still the noise went on, 
although so close had come the wheels that the 
rattle of the clumsy harness could be heard. 

Again he cried * Help ! ' 

* Lawks-a-mercy, John ! Do-ee hear that ? 
There's somebody in the wood.* 

It was a woman's voice. The noise of the 
wheels stopped, and Treverton heard the joyful 
sound of some person jumping out. Guided by 
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his call, a red-faced, good-humoured-looking 
countryman found his way to the boy's side, and 
with many expressions of wonderment cut the 
cords that bound him. 

Stiff and bruised, and with his hands benumbed 
and useless, Harry with difficulty reached the cart. 
There he was received with all kindness and com- 
passion by the pleasant-featured, comfortable-look- 
ing farmer's wife, who was driving home from 
Plymouth. 

* Highwaymen and footpads ! ' said she when 
his story was told, 'why, they swarms on this 
road. I never come out without a blunderbuss. 
— John, is the gun all right, and loaded ? * 

' Oh, yes, missus ! the gun be all right* 

* Then help the poor young gentleman up, will- 
ee ? That's right ; now drive easy.' 

John got up in front, but as to driving easy, 
that was sooner said than done, seeing that 
although called, as if by mockery, a spring cart, 
there was never a spring on the wheels, which 
bounded in the air over the big stones, and came 
down again with a crash anything but pleasant to 
poor Harry's bruises. 

However, he was well contented with his situa- 
tion ; so content that he did not even ask whither 
he was going. 

It was growing dusk when 'John ' pulled up at 
the door of a small, old-fashioned farmhouse, the 
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loud barking of half a dozen dogs announcing the 
arrival. 

The welcome of the farmer was as hearty as 
that of his wife ; and soon, seated at a well-spread 
supper-table, where bowls of fresh milk and jugs of 
Devonshire cider flanked the substantial viands of 
the west country, Harry Treverton forgot for the 
time his unpleasant adventure — forgot even the 
loss of his small fortune. 

He did try very hard, out of sheer gratitude for 
the farmer's hospitality, to listen to his after- 
supper talk of the crops and the bad times, and 
how the war would bring prices up again and 
prevent the country being ruined ; but it was no 
use, he fell fast asleep in his chair, his head nod- 
ding a running commentary on his host's words. 

The farmer did not notice anything. He had 
all the talk on his own side, which was just what 
he liked. There seemed no particular reason, 
Harry thought, as he half woke lip now and then 
and went to sleep again with the same words in his 
ear, why the good man should not go on talking 
until daybreak. Happily, the dame, looking up 
from her knitting, saw the state of affairs, and 
marshalled her young guest to a bedroom. 

The stream of talk went on just the same, only 
now it was addressed to the farm servants, who in 
primitive fashion had supped at the same table as 
their master and mistress. 
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Harry's sleep that night was sweet, and he 
awoke the next morning none the worse for his 
adventure — barring exceeding soreness at the 
wrists— ^and perfectly ready to encounter a new one. 

The farmer went out of doors to his work soon 
after breakfast, leaving his wife to sit with the 
guest until the coach should pass. She made 
Harry tell her whither he was going and what he 
meant to do. 

'Seeking your fortune, are you ? And on the 
very first day you lose it, my poor boy ! Never 
mind. Keep a stout heart, and ye'U have better 
luck yet.' 

Soon the coach, with four prancing bays, 
pulled up at the door, and Harry found that his 
half-crown to the guard had secured a seat on the 
box. 

' Now God be with you. When you come 
back from Lunnon, or any other foreign part, we 
shall be right glad to see you.' 

The good dame squeezed his hand heartily, 
leaving behind a piece of paper which Harry 
found, as the coach was starting, to be a one- 
pound note. He could only wave his acknow- 
ledgments as he took a last glance at that good- 
natured, beaming face. 

What more pleasant, when you have youth and 
health, than a stage-coach journey ? Through the 
pleasant meadows of Devon they cantered ; now 
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in sheltered low-lying roads, bordered by tall hedges 
white with hawthorn, and now on high downs, with 
the Channel and its passing ships in full view to 
their right ; until Exeter, with its stately cathedral 
towers, was reached. On again after a short rest, 
crossing the windings of the Exe and the muddy 
waters of the Parrott, until the wooded vale of 
Taunton was passed ; and then, as night closed in, 
the lights of some great city rising tier after tier 
before them came in sight. 

'Bristol, sir,' said the coachman, pointing 
ahead with his whip. 

Driving through narrow streets of the quaintest 
— and dirtiest — old gabled houses possible, they 
drew up at the * Bush.' 

* Half an hour here for supper, sir. Coachman 
and me don't go no further.' 

The boy well understood this delicate hint ; 
and in paying the two men their fees, cleared out 
his few remaining bits of silver. There was 
nothing left now save the pound note pressed into 
his hand by the farmer's wife. 

Off again. A weary ride through the darkness, 
until once more morning dawned, and the bright 
sunshine warmed the travellers, chilled with the 
night dews. But the freshness and the enjoyment 
of the first day's journey was over for Treverton, 
and could not be recalled. Slowly the hours 
passed away, until at length towards the evening 
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of the second day the thickening houses on each 
side of the road, and the crowd of carriages, told 
that Londojn was near at hand. 

Then the pleasant villas changed into shops, 
the quiet country road into a noisy thoroughfare. 
The coach drew up at an inn in Piccadilly, and 
Harry Treverton, for the first time in his life, stood 
on the London pavement. 

' Stop here, sir, or shall I call a coach } * asked 
a porter in a kindly tone, as the boy, valise in hand, 
bewildered by the noise and confusion, hesitated 
what to do or whither to go. 

The man's question decided him. It was too 
late to prosecute any inquiries that evening, so 
he did the best thing he could do— took up his 
quarters at the inn, and had a good night's rest 
after the long journey. 

The first thing the next morning was to find 
the address of his father's cousin, about whom he 
only knew two particulars : the first, that his name 
was Warden ; the second, that he was a merchant. 

He inquired of the waiters. No, they only 
knew of persons of quality that end of town. If 
the gentleman was in business, no doubt he could 
be heard of in the City. 

So, paying his bill, and being much horrified 
to find, after doing so, what very few shillings 
he had left out of the one-pound note, he started 
eastward. 
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Well, London was not exactly * foreign parts/ 
as the kind old dame had thought ; but to a boy 
brought up entirely in a Devonshire village it was 
almost as good ; and in that his first walk through 
streets whose names were so familiar, he trod as it 
were enchanted ground. 

There was no need to ask his way; neither, 
indeed, in those days were there amiable policemen 
at each corner ready to guide the puzzled wayfarer. 
Up Piccadilly to Charing Cross, and on through the 
broad Strand he went, turning down a steep lane 
once to have a look at the noble river, until Temple 
Bar, spanning Fleet Street with its three arches, 
blocked the view. Involuntarily he cast his ^y^s 
upwards, and there he saw the spikes whereon, in 
years gone by, traitors' heads were fixed and left 
to blacken in the air. 

Hitherto the people he had passed were mostly 
strolling along, stopping to look at the shops or to 
salute their acquaintances, evidently walking for 
enjoyment only. But now that he had reached 
the City all this was changed. There were no 
more loungers to be seen ; they must have stopped 
the other side of Temple Bar ; and in their stead 
were men moving along hurriedly, with grave faces, 
looking neither to the right nor to the left, all 
intent upon business — business, which in the City 
is only another name for money-making. 

To one of these men Treverton ventured to put 
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the question, ' Can you tell me, sir, in what direction 
lies the office of Mr. Warden, the merchant ? ' 

It was small satisfaction he got. The grave 
personage thus addressed looked up with a sort of 
displeased surprise on his face, shook his head, and 
hurried on without speaking. 

A second attempt met with the same want of 
success. Then he went into a bookseller's shop at 
the corner of St. Paul's Churchyard, and repeated 
his inquiry. No, the name was not known ; but 
the shopman, who was very civil, recommended 
him to go farther east, to Fenchurch Street or 
Eastcheap, or to the river-side and docks. 

Things began to look rather awkward. Harry 
had talked boldly enough of going to sea and 
making his own fortune if he could not find this 
cousin ; but in his inmost heart he had not antici- 
pated much difficulty in the search ; and now, 
when on leaving the bookseller's shop he had gone 
from one end of Cheapside to the other without 
success— indeed, he could see no merchants* offices 
in that famous street, which was chiefly bordered 
by shops for the sale of gloves, hosiery, jewels, and 
the like — the prospect of being adrift in this vast 
town with only a few shillings in his pocket was 
anything but pleasant. 

He could not even pay his fare back to 
Plymouth ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE PRESSGANG IN RATCLIFF HIGHWAY. 

F our young adventurer had lived in these 
more modern days, how easy the search 
after his cousin the merchant would 
lave been ! The Post Office Directory would at 
once have told him all he wanted to know. As it 
was, there was nothing to guide him save his own 
acuteness ; and so far that had failed. 

From Cheapsidehe turned to the right — thereby 
missing Fenchurch Street, where he might have 
stood a good chance — and, getting eventually into 
Tower Street, found himself by-and-by wandering 
about some very unsavouiy thoroughfares near the 
water-side. Every other house seemed a drinking- 
shop ; and from most of these places, broad day- 
light though it was, there came sounds of fiddling 
and dancing. 

He could do no good here, that was plain 
enough, and the sooner he got out of it the better. 
He turned to retrace his'steps, and as he did sq 
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half a dozen merchant seamen, shouting and sing- 
ing, rushed out of a house close by, forcing Trever- 
ton into the middle of the narrow street. 

* Hold hard, my boy ! no harm,* cried one of 
them good-humouredly, as he staggered against 
the boy. 

Before Harry could extricate himself, a woman 
turning the corner of the street, ran towards them, 
screaming out, — 

* Run, run ! Here's the pressgang coming ! * 

* Come along with me, young sir ; we'll show 
them a clean pair of heels,' said Harry's good- 
natured friend. 

The boy would have held back, but the sailor 
holding his arm forced him along. Then there 
was a shouting, a noise of pursuing feet, and 
Treverton, half stunned by a blow on the back of 
his head, fell to the ground. 

Recovering consciousness, although still with 
an odd singing noise in his ears, and a very aching 
head, he sat up and looked around. 

Beside him was the merchant sailor with blood 
streaming from a hurt on the forehead. * All your 
fault, youngster,' said the man. ' Why didn't ye run 
when I gave the word } The rest of 'em are got 
clean off, I warrant. A starn chase is a long chase.' 

He was right ; for those of the pressgang who 
had followed the chase now came back empty- 
handed, and growling at their want of success. 
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Treverton now thought it time to speak. There 
were eight man-of-war sailors in all, armed with 
cutlasses, the leader among them — a warrant or 
petty officer— having pistols as well. It was to 
this man that he addressed himself. 

* By what right do you treat me like this } ' 

* By the right of the press-warrant, to be sure. 
Here is my warrant if you want to see it ; ' and he 
pulled out an official-looking piece of paper. 

* But I am the son of a naval officer, and I beg 
you will release me at once.* 

* Oho ! That's good ! Son of an officer, and 
you drinking with these men ! Now, no more of 
these yarns, but come along quietly, and you shan't 
be hurt' 

The boy protested, but in vain. * You can tell 
all that to the lieutenant of the tender when you 
get on board if you like.' 

* Hadn't he better tell it to the marines ? ' said 
one of the men. 

And, laughing loudly, the party of seamen, 
closing round their two prisoners, marched off, 
pursued by a volley of hisses from a crowd of 
women who had been witnesses of the scene. 

It was a curious experience for Harry Trever- 
ton, to be conducted in that manner in broad day- 
light throujh those crowded thoroughfares ; and, 
although he had done no wrong, he hardly liked to 
hold his head up. Windows were thrown open 
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and heads thrust out as he passed, and a troop of 
small boys ran alongside the escort, getting in 
front every now and then to have a good stare 
at the prisoners. 

To crown all, a bystander remarked in his 
hearing, 'A regular young ruffian that! He'll 
come to no good/ 

Well, it could not last long, that was one 
comfort. Only it did seem odd to come all the 
way from Plymouth, and to fall into the hands of 
a pressgang at last ! 

This very unpleasant procession lasted about a 
quarter of an hour, when the sailors stopped at the 
head of some steps leading down into the Water — 
the Tower Stairs, as Harry heard them called. At 
anchor off these stairs was an old ten-gun brig 
jury-masted. 

* '• Perseus" ahoy !' hailed the officer in charge 
of the pressgang. 

A boat was sent in answer to the hail, and in 
a few minutes the captured man and boy were 
standing on the quarter-deck of the brig. 

* A poor lot this/ said the officer on duty to 
the coxswain who had brought them from the 
shore. * Are these all they have got ? ' 

* Yes, sir. There were a lot of sailors who had 
been drinking together, but these two were the 
only ones they managed to secure/ 

* Ypu are rather young for this sort of life/ said 
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the officer, looking pityingly on the boy before 
him. 

* It is a mistake, I assure you ; I am wrong- 
ful y impressed. Pray let me see the captain ; I 
know nothing about these men, and am only just 
come up from Plymouth.' 

'Very odd, if you know nothing about them, 
that you should have been found in their company. 
However, you shall see the commander when he 
comes on board to-morrow morning.* 

' " Wrongfully impressed ! " Yes, that is every- 
body's story when they are brought on board,' was 
the officer's reflection as he turned away. * Take 
the prisoners below, master-at-arms.' 

Treverton saw he was not believed, but evi- 
dently nothing could be done— at all events, not 
before the next morning; so he quietly followed 
his conductor down the ladder to the lower deck. 

Not so his companion, who had been drinking, 
and who vowed he ' wasn't going to be made a 
slave, and he wouldn't stir off the quarter-deck for 
no one.' 

In answer to which, he was at once carried 
below and placed in irons. 

The foremost part of the lower deck had been 
bulkheaded off to form a place of security, and it 
was here that the master-at-arms left his young 
prisoner, putting down oa the deck beside him « 
tin pannikin of hot tea, and some ship's biscuit, 
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* Cheer up, youngster, you will be all right to- 
morrow ; I advise you to volunteer, and take the 
bounty. Pressed men are always allowed that 
chance.' 

Shutting the door and locking it behind him, 
the man quitted the place. 

I do not know what people usually do the first 
moment of their being shut up in prison. Some, 
perhaps, are stupefied by their misfortune ; others 
give themselves up to unmanly bewailment But 
what Treverton did was decidedly prosaic and 
commonplace: he emptied the pannikin of tea, and 
then made a considerable hole in the ship's biscuit 
coarse and hard though it was. 

It must be remembered that he had been wan- 
dering about all day, and now it was late in the 
afternoon. Besides which, as we all know, excite- 
ment of any kind, or fighting, makes one terribly 
thirsty. During the only fleet action in which it 
was the good fortune of the chronicler of these 
adventures to bear a part, nothing was more 
noticeable than the thirst of the seamen, who would 
often leave their guns for a moment to take deep 
draughts of water from the big tubs that were 
placed for that purpose about the various decks of 
the ship— an old-fashioned liner. 

So Harry Treverton drank his tea and was re- 
freshed ; and then he began to look about him a 

C2 
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little. The first thought that rose in his mind was 
— could he possibly manage to escape ? 

The only other occupant of the place of confine- 
ment was the merchant sailor, who was seated on 
the deck in a corner, resting against the ship's side, 
with both legs in irons. This man, however, had 
fallen into a drunken sleep, so that the boy was 
really as free from observation as if he had been 
alone. 

He was a capital swimmer, and, if he could only 
manage in some way to drop overboard, would 
soon, he thought, make his way on shore. Perhaps 
in that he rather miscalculated the strength of the 
tide and the undertow, which has sucked down 
beneath the dark Thames water full many a brave 
heart. 

In the faint light — ^just enough to make darkness 
visible — ^which struggled through two small round 
scuttle-holes, he examined the ship's side and the 
bows, passing his hand over every part. Surely 
there must be some port which he might be able to 
force open, and drop through ! 

No. There was no sign of a port ; all was solid 
oak. His only chance then was the door, through 
which he might possibly at some time, if his keepers 
were at all careless, steal unperceived. Taking the 
handle, he turned it gently. Perhaps the master- 
at-arms might not have locked it after all. 

That last faint hope was rudely dispelled. At 
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the sound, the door was unlocked by a marine 
sentry stationed outside, who looked in and gruffly 
demanded to know what he was about 

There was nothing more to be done. He must 
wait patiently, or impatiently, for the coming day, 
hoping it might bring deliverance. So when, later 
on, the master-at-arms appeared with a hammock 
and blanket, after praying earnestly that God 
would help him in this sore strait, he turned in, 
and, dead beat as he was, slept soundly. 

Once during the night he was awakened by 
the door being opened, and half a dozen noisy 
sailors just captured being thrown in. And then 
he was only too glad to escape in sleep from the 
coarse language and quarrelsome behaviour of the 
new-comers. 

* You may cojne on deck if you like,' said the 
master-at-arms at daylight the next morning, 
when the hands were turned up. Apparently he 
did not think his young charge a very dangerous 
character. 

Even the river Thames looked bright this 
sunshiny morning ; and his Majesty's brig ' Perseus,' 
moored as she was just below the Tower, was in 
the very midst of all that was going on. Fishing 
smacks were hurrying onwards with the tide to 
discharge their cargoes at Billingsgate ; collier brigs 
loaded almost to the water's edge were beating up 
against the fresh westerly breeze ; and empty ones 
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with sides high out of water were sailing down 
before it; on board larger ships, anchored in 
mid-stream, sailors at work made the air vocal 
with their ' Yo, heave oh ! ' All was activity and 
bustle. 

Nor was it less so on board the 'Perseus.' 
Decks were being washed and holystoned, wood 
and brasswork cleaned, and guns polished, as much 
as if the little vessel, instead of holding the 
ignominious position of a harbour tender, formed 
part of a smart seagoing squadron. 

Treverton, as he watched all this activity, saw 
no reason why he should be sulky and take no 
share in it. So, joining the wash-deck party, he 
got hold of a bucket and slashed the water about 
as well as any of them. 

A breakfast of cocoa and biscuit went down 
very well after this ; and then his heart began to 
beat as the gig came alongside, and the lieutenant 
commander — dignified on board by the title of 
captain — stepped on deck. 

The order was given for the pressed men to 
muster on the quarter-deck. Now his fate would 
be decided. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE MERCHANT PRINCE. 

GREY-HAIRED man was the com- 
mander of the * Perseus/ In rank only 
a lieutenant, he was old enough to 
>e an admiral. It was a dictum of Earl St. 
Vincent that an officer once married was ruined 
for the service ; and Mr. Slocombe had not only 
committed this fault, but committed it early in life, 
when still a master's mate, as it was called in those 
days, or passed-midshipman. 

It followed as a natural consequence that, 
when at length promoted to lieutenant, he was 
already a worn and weary man, overweighted in 
the race of life with the burden of a family ; and, 
unable to bear the expense of active foreign 
service, he remained ingloriously at home in 
such ships as this tender off the Tower. 

The newly pressed men were ranged in a line 
on the quarter-deck, and the commander passing 
along said a few words to each in turn. Some 
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accepted the offer of the bounty, and were at once 
allowed to move about the ship without restraint ; 
others sulkily refused, and were ordered below 
again under confinement 

On coming to Treverton, who stood at the end 
of the line, the commander listened attentively 
while the story of his impressment was told 
once more. 

'Well, my boy,' he said kindly, thinking 
perhaps of his own big boys at home, * I will 
net doubt your word, and I am sorry for your 
mishap ; but, you see, you are not an apprentice, 
and I really have no power to release you.' 

' But surely, sir, the son of a naval officer -' 

' Yes, I know it's hard lines, but I must do my 
duty, which is to send all pressed men and boys at 
once to Plymouth to join Admiral Comwallis's fleet. 
As you live in that neighbourhood, you might get 
some one there to interest himself in your behalf.* 

Poor Harry ! His last hope had failed, and he 
turned away bitterly disappointed. As for the 
chance of release on arrival at Plymouth, that was 
a very poor one ; in all probability he would be at 
once drafted to a seagoing ship on the point of 
sailing. 

In this mood he leaned over the side, hardly 
noticing what was going on, or seeing a boat, 
with an elderly gentleman handsomely dressed 
seated in the stern, which was now pulling off 
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from the shore. The visitor as he stepped on 
deck was received by the commander with great 
respect and deference ; and then two or three large 
bundles apparently containing articles of clothing 
were handed out of the boat under the superin- 
tendence of a clerk. 

The curiosity of the boy was now aroused, and 
he inquired of a seaman standing by who that nice- 
looking old man was. 

* Oh, he's a regular don, a merchant in the City, 
I believe. Belongs to the Marine Society, a lot of 
big- wigs who give an outfit to every man or boy 
who volunteers to join the fleet. You'll get the kit 
if you have volunteered.' 

The newly entered men were called up, and, in 
addition to .the clothing, each one had a Prayer- 
book given to him by the benevolent old gentleman. 

* Are these all ? ' he asked. 

* Yes, sir,* replied the commander. * Oh, no ! 
Here is one more: a boy who was brought on 
board last night ; and whether he intends to volun- 
teer or not I can hardly say. He doesn't seem 
much inclined to settle down.— Here, youngster, 
come and speak to Mr. Warden.* 

How the boy started at the sound of that name! 

*0h, sir,* he exclaimed, rushing forward, his 
voice trembling with excitement and new-born 
hope, • are you the Mr. Warden that is cousin to 
my father ? * 
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* Rather a puzzling question that, young sir. 
If you will tell me who your father is, I may be 
able to answer you.' 

' He was Lieutenant Treverton, of Ashbrook.* 

' Was Lieutenant Treverton ? * 

' Yes, he is dead ; and I came up to London 
yesterday to see you, and then ' 

' Wait a little.* Then, turning with a bow to 
the commander, ' Perhaps Captain Slocombe will 
allow me to step aside with this youth who claims 
me as kinsman ? ' 

Walking aft he listened to the boy's story, asked 
several searching questions, pondered a little over 
the answers ; and then, placing his hand on Harry's 
shoulder, rejoined the commander. 

' I am satisfied, sir, that the youth's account of 
himself is true in every respect ; that he is the son 
of my late kinsman Lieutenant Treverton; and, 
furthermore, that he became mixed up with the 
riotous sailors of whom he speaks through no fault 
of his own.' 

It may be imagined with what delight Treverton 
listened to these cheering words. There were 
more to come. 

'And now, Captain Slocombe,' continued the 
merchant, * seeing that the youth is the son of an 
officer and a gentleman, I trust you may feel it 
consistent with your duty to release him. I will 
hold myself responsible for his appearance, should 
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the Admiralty be displeased with your conduct in 
this matter.' 

* Take him by all means ; I am heartily glad the 
affair has turned out so well for him/ said the com- 
mander good-naturedly. ' Good-bye t'ye, youngster. 
I hope you will enter the service by the quarter- 
deck next time instead of coming through the 
hawse-holes, which you didn't seem much to like. 
But I advise you to keep out of such places as 
Ratcliff Highway for the future, unless you want 
to get into another scrape.' 

* Has anyone shown thee kindness on board ? ' 
inquired Mr. Warden as they were about to leave 
llie vessel 

Harry mentioned the master-at-arms. 

*Then he must be thanked— must be thanked. 
Bring him to me.' 

An excellent manner of returning thanks had 
this noble City merchant, and one thoroughly ap- 
preciated by the master-at-arms, who found, after 
his hand had been cordially pressed, that a golden 
guinea was left behind reposing on his palm. 

What a delight to see the outside of the ten- 
gun brig ! And what a joyous row that was up the 
river towards London Bridge, where the boat was 
drawn to the steps, and the two passengers disem- 
barked I 
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THE HOUSE IN IDOL LANE. 

N landing at London Bridge Stairs, Mr. 
Warden led the way past the Monu- 
ment into the heart of the City. As he 
said nothing and appeared to be in deep thought, 
Harry took care, although longing much to ask 
many questions, not to break the silence. 

He knew nothing about his uncle — as Mr. 
Warden during the passage from the 'Perseus' had 
desired he should be called henceforward — except 
that he was a wealthy merchant, owning many 
ships. Where and in what manner he lived, 
whether he was married or single, had wife or 
children, he knew not. 

In something less than a quarter of an hour 
after landing, while passing through a narrow 
street, the name of which — Idol Lane— the boy 
had noticed as being peculiar, the merchant 
stopped at a handsome, well-built mansion set a 
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little farther back than its neighbours, and having 
in consequence a small forecourt guarded by 
railings. The front door was open, and on the 
doorposts were written the words Warden 
Brothers. 

'This is where we work,' said Mr. Warden, 
taking Harry's hand in sign of welcome as they 
entered the house, and showing him three or four 
rooms wherein were many clerks busily employed ; 
then, passing into an inner hall shut off from the 
outer passage, he opened a door, * and this is where 
we live.' 

Truly a pleasant place to live in was the 
merchant's dining parlour, a noble room well hung 
with pictures, and with three tall windows looking 
into a garden in the rear. 

'I thought Janet would have been here,' he 
continued, taking up a piece of embroidery lying 
on the sofa, * but she must have gone to her own 
chamber. 

*Who is Janet .^' was on the tip of the boy's 
tongue. Yet he felt bound to restrain his curiosity 
until his uncle thought fit to gratify it 

That was not just yet, at all events, for Mr. 
Warden suddenly remarked, * Your clothes are in 
evil plight from your recent adventure ; you can 
never present yourself before Janet in that con- 
dition.' 

And. ringing a small hand-bell, he ordered the 
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grave man-servant who answered the summons, to 
take his nephew to Mr. Tryon, the clothier, and 
have him furnished with all things befitting his 
station. 

A couple of hours later on, Harry Treverton 
turned to take a parting glance at himself in the 
mirror before quitting his bedroom on hearing the 
signal for dinner, which was at two o'clock. 

He had never been so well dressed in his life. 
* I wonder whether I am fit to see Janet now ? ' he 
thought as he descended the stairs. 

He was about to enter the dining parlour when 
a servant motioned him towards a large room open- 
ing into the outer hall. Here he found his uncle 
at the head of a table running the whole length of 
the room. Ranged on each side were the clerks 
and dependants of the house — all ranks and ages 
sharing the common meal in this patriarchal 
manner; from the chiefs of departments, men 
grown grey in the service of Warden Brothers, to 
the boy-clerk entered yesterday. 

Taking a chair set apart for him at his uncle's 
left hand, Harry noticed that the corresponding 
seat on the right was vacant. 

* That must be for Janet,* was his reflection. 

Some one was expected, that was clear, for in- 
stead of beginning dinner, Mr. Warden kept his 
eye fixed upon the door. At length it opened ; 
but, alas for the boy's curiosity ! there entered only 
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a serving man, who, approaching his master, spoke 
a few words in a low tone of voice. 

The chair was pushed aside, and dinner 
began. 

Mr. Warden had plenty of employment in 
carving a noble sirloin of beef which was placed 
before him, but once he paused in his work, and 
turning to his nephew — 

' Janet ' he began. 

' Yes, sir, yes ? ' put in Harry. 

But, two or three empty plates coming up just 
then to be refilled, the sentence was left uncom- 
pleted. By-and-by the old gentleman had another 
respite from his labours, and Harry seized the 
opportunity. 

* You were saying, sir ' 

* Yes, what was I saying ? ' 

'About— about ' He didn't like to say plain 

' Janet ; * what should he call her ? Perhaps if he 
said 'mistress' his uncle would correct the word, 
and that would make it all right. ' About Mistress 
Janet, sir.' 

But his uncle gave him no help. 'Mistress 
Janet ? Oh, yes ; she preferred having her dinner 
in her own chamber.' 

So it was Harry's fate to leave the dining-room 
with his curiosity still unsatisfied. 

But even his interest in the mysterious Janet, 
the veritable invisible girl, was forgotten for the 
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time, or rather merged into a feeling of loving 
gratitude, when Mr. Warden, taking him into his 
own private room, unfolded his intention^ with 
regard to the boy's future life. 

*You are my nearest male kinsman now' — 
Harry noticed how he laid a stress on the word 
* male * — and if you like to stay with me, and work 
hard at the business, I will engage, on your attaining 
the age of twenty-one, to take you into partnership. 
There is no reason why you should be shut up in 
our counting-house during all that time. If you 
inherit any spirit of adventure from your father, 
we have ships trading to the Eastern and Western 
Indies, on board which you may find occasions of 
gratifying it' 

Need it be said how thankfully the boy accepted 
the tempting offer } 

' I must tell you,' continued his uncle, * that I 
am the sole head of the firm ; the " Brothers " is a 
fiction handed down from the last generation* As 
to myself, during a voyage to Spain I met with 
and married a lady belonging to that proud nation. 
It pleased Providence shortly afterwards to ordain 
that she should no longer bless me with her presence, 
but in departing she left behind ' 

A gentle knock at the door. 

' She left behind my sweet little Janet— and 
here she comes.' 

The door opened, and a young girl stood for a 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE HOUSE IN IDOL L4N£. 49 

moment shyly on the threshold, and then ran to 
her father. 

* This is your cousin, Harry Treverton, who is 
come to live with us, Janet. You must learn to 
know and to like one another.' 

Harry, as he rose to take his cousin's hand, was 
struck by her exceeding beauty, and by a sort of 
childlike dignity she possessed, inherited, no doubt, 
from her mother, with tlie Spanish blood which ran 
in her veins. Indeed, dressed as she was, in com- 
pliance with a whim of Mr. Warden's, in the 
costume of her mother's nationality, she scarce 
looked, with her dark hair and eyes, like an 
English girl. 

Janet was shy, naturally enough. A young 
cousin was a new revelation to her; with the 
exception of her father, she had rarely spoken to 
anyone not of her own sex. So to Harry's 
questions and remarks, * No ' and * Yes ' were all 
she had to say. 

Mr. Warden smiled at the lad's vain attempts to 
make his cousin talk. * Now if you could only speak 
Spanish, you might get on better. She and her 
old nurse, who came to us with her mother, are 
always chattering away, and I believe she likes it 
better than she does her native tongue.' 

It so happened that the boy did know some- 
thing of the language, having picked it up from his 
father, who in the course of his service had often 

D 
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been thrown amongst Spaniards. Now, then, was 
his chance. 

' A los pis de usted^ se floral 

^ Beso usted los manos* replied the girl, her face 
brightening up as she rose and made him a grave 
curtsey. 

The ice was broken, and in a short time she 
began to chat away in English, much to the relief 
of her cousin, whose stock of Spanish had very 
soon come to an end. 

Living so much at home, Janet's only amuse- 
ments had been music and books ; and the books 
she most enjoyed and never tired of reading were 
romances of chivalry, of which her mother had 
brought a good stock from her native land. Very 
soon, then, she began to talk to the young traveller 
concerning the subjects that filled her imagina 
tion. 

'Did you meet with no adventures by the 
way ? ' 

*No.' 

' No robber chiefs, or adventures of any kind ? ' 

* Well, I certainly did fall into a robber's hands, 
if you call that an adventure/ 

* Of course it is an adventure. Oh, how nice ! 
Did he take you into his cave, and prick you with 
his sword until you gave up a bag of gold } * 

* Well, you really are not far wrong, only it was 
a wood he carried me into instead of a cave ; and 
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the money he stole was in bank notes, not 
gold/ 

So Harry had to tell the whole story of his 
journey, including his capture by the pressgang, 
and his release through Mr. Warden's exertions. 

'By the way,' said that gentleman when 
Treverton's yarn came to an end, ' I have since 
been informed that impressment before the age 
of eighteen is illegal ; therefore Captain Slocombe 
may be thankful that, by reason of my action in the 
matter, he has in all probability escaped censure 
from the higher authorities.' 

The next morning the boy began his new duties. 
I do not say he always liked them ; office work 
was not much to his taste, but he did it, and did it 
well too — not only out of a feeling of gratitude 
towards his uncle, but simply because it was his 
duty. 

The desk-work was often pleasantly varied by 
visits to the river-side and the docks, whenever one 
of the firm's many ships came home from foreign 
parts. On these occasions the captain would be 
entertained at supper in the dining parlour, where 
both Janet and her cousin would be entranced 
listeners to the story of the voyage. 

So the weeks and months passed on, Harry 
Treverton receiving now and then letters from 
Ashbrook containing naval news, the most import- 
ant being that on Christmas Day Admiral Corn- 
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wallis with his fleet had been driven back by 
stormy weather to Plymouth, until a year had 
gone by, and the garden in Idol Lane was again 
gay with lilacs and spring flowers. 

Then one evening, when wandering in the 
garden with Janet, a messenger from Mr. Warden 
summoned him to his uncle's room. 




Sb. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE BIT OF YELLOW PAPER. 

O deeply engaged was Mr. Warden in 
studying some old-looking documents 
which were spread out on the tables 
before him, that for some time his nephew's 
entrance was unnoticed. At length he looked up. 
' I have had it in my mind, Harry, that of late 
you have become weary of confinement in the 
counting-house. Is it so ? ' 

If Harry answered *Yes,* his uncle's feelings 
might be hurt ; if he said * No,' it would not be true : 
so he kept a judicious silence. 

* You do not answer. Well, I have not watched 
you so long without perceiving an adventurous 
spirit more befitting the wearer of a sword than 
one whose sole weapon is the pen.* 

'How well he reads my character!' thought 
Harry, with delicious (though unsuspected) vanity. 

* You have some discretion too, as indeed you 
are bound to have, being now past seventeen ; and 
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if I mistake not, you are already somewhat of a 
sailor, and can also, after long converse with Janet, 
talk with ease in the Spanish language ? ' 

' I was a tolerable seaman, sir, before quitting 
Ashbrook ; and with regard to Spanish, Janet and 
old nurse both vow — because they were my teachers, 
I expect — that my accent is pure Castilian.' 

* Both those -acquirements may stand you in 
good stead. Now read this document/ 

The parchment that Mr. Warden placed in his 
nephew's hands was written in Spanish, but the 
letters were so crabbed, and the style altogether 
so involved, that the lad could make little or 
nothing of it. 

His uncle seemed to enjoy his embarrassment 
* It is the " title-deed," ' he said, taking back the 
document, * to an estate in the island of Cuba, with 
the four hundred escravos or slaves belonging 
thereto. But this perhaps you can understand 
better.?' 

Eagerly casting his eye over a sheet of paper, 
yellow with age, Harry read the description in 
Spanish of a certain small creek, or harbour, on the 
north-eastern coast of Cuba, called Puerto de los 
Piratas, with a plan in faded ink, mapped out at the 
foot. 

< The estate,' explained Mr. Warden, * belonged 
to my dear wife, and was of course forfeited long 
ago on her marrying an heretical Englishman 
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against the will of her family. But the plan of the 
little Puerto she often talked to me about It was 
given to her by her father, who knew that the ill- 
gotten treasures of a body of pirates, who had made 
this place their retreat for very many years, were 
concealed there in a certain spot' 

' Did the father make an effort to bring them to 
light ? ' inquired Treverton, who was all excited 
attention. 

* He always intended to do so, but there were 
troubles in the island, and other difficulties in the 
way ; and, in fact, he put it off until too late. No 
one but himself had any knowledge of the secret, 
was his remark when giving his only daughter the 
paper. 

* And what do you wish me to do, sir ? * asked 
Treverton, almost wild with expectation of what 
was coming. 

The answer came, and it exceeded his warmest 
hopes. 

Mr. Warden had decided to fit out one of his 
vessels, a large schooner, the * Endeavour,' now in 
the docks, to go in quest of the buried treasure. The 
vessel would be under the command of her present 
captain, Alfred Sturdee, but Treverton was to sail 
in her as a sort of supercargo ; and, in fact, her 
captain would have orders to carry out whatever 
instructions he might receive from her owner's 
nephew and representative. 
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' So you will have plenty of responsibility/ said 
Mr. Warden in conclusion. 

Harry was delighted with the idea of having 
responsibility, like every young fellow who is worth 
his salt. 

* Of course I may tell Janet, sir.?' he said, about 
to run off. 

' Yes ; but there is something more I have to 
say which you must not tell her.* 

He paused, and Harry, looking into his uncle's 
face, perceived for the first time a worn appearance 
— it was as if he had aged suddenly. Again he 
spoke, bringing out the words slowly and reluc- 
tantly. 

* On 'change they think me a prosperous man, 
but our losses of late have been so grievous — ^you 
yourself know how many ships this past year have 
been captured by French privateers — that another 
twelve months like the last, and the name of the 
firm would be a dishonoured one in the City. Now 
you know the secret, and why, after letting the 
project rest for so long a time, I am now reviving it.' 

*And if I succeed in bringing home these 
buried treasures } ' 

' If you succeed. Warden Brothers are saved.' 

* Then, please God, I will succeed.' 

Janet's ideas had considerably progressed since 
the day when Harry first told the story of his wan- 
derings ; robber chiefs and knights-errant no longer 
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peopled her waking dreams. But in this adventure 
that he was about to undertake there was enough 
romance to fire even older and more sluggish ima- 
ginations than hers, 

* Oh, Harry ! if I could only be with you 
when the treasure is brought to light ! * 

'What do you think it will consist of?' he said, 
smiling. 

*Why, of course everybody knows. There 
will be heaps of money, chains of gold, jewelled 
crosses, candlesticks, and — and — pieces of eight* 

' " Pieces of eight ; " what are they } * 

' Beautiful gold coins, I fancy, that the Spaniards 
in "Robinson Crusoe" had. I always wanted to 
understand what was meant by them. Don't you 
know ? ' 

No. Harry was equally ignorant as herself 
Evidently they must wait until the treasure was 
dug up. 

He had a busy time of it after that. Taking a 
boat the next morning, he went down the river to 
have a look at the schooner, finding her in all the 
disorder of refitting. Once before he had boarded 
the vessel, on returning from her last voyage, and 
then he had not particularly noticed her appearance. 

Now that she was to be his home for many 
months it was very different ; and he was highly 
pleased at finding a nice-looking craft, built more 
for speed than for burden, It was clear, from the 
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graceful lines of her hull and her raking masts, 
that when fully rigged the * Endeavour* would bear 
the appearance rather of a yacht than a merchant 
vessel. 

Needless to say that, being the owner's nephew 
and representative, he was received on board with 
the greatest respect. He rather took to Captain 
Sturdee, who was a frank sailor-like man of four- 
or five and-twenty, just promoted from being 
mate ; and having a certain Susan in the pleasant 
village of Stratford-le-Bow, whom he hoped to 
make his wife after another successful voyage. 

Now Mr. Warden carried on a large trade with 
the colonies at that time ; and although the pre- 
sent expedition would, if successful, be a thousand 
times more lucrative than any ordinary voyage, he 
did not on that account intend the * Endeavour ' to 
sail for her outward voyage empty. 

Therefore she was now taking in an ordinary 
cargo of such goods as were known by experience 
to be acceptable in the Western Indies ; her captain 
— who as yet was ignorant of the secret aim of the 
enterprise — having orders to dispose of the same at 
the island of New Providence, one of the Bahamas, 
after which the destination of the vessel would 
depend on young Mr. Treverton's judgment. 

'Rum and sugar for the return cargo — from 
Jamaica, I suppose, sir i * said Captain Sturdee. 

Harry just then, looking down into the main 
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hold, was thinking of a veiy different return cai^o 
from coarse rum puncheons and heavy sugar hogs- 
heads ; but he said nothing to arouse the captain's 
suspicions. The affair could not be kept too quiet. 

The next thing to do, after the cargo was safely 
under hatches, was to engage the crew — a very 
simple thing nowadays, when the commander of 
an outward-bound vessel has only to step to the 
nearest shipping office, and pick out as many men 
as he likes from the sailors in waiting there. But 
when the press was hot in the old war-time, and 
every seafaring person in hiding, the only plan was 
to pick up a man here and there, and stow him away 
in some sailors* boarding-house until he should be 
wanted. 

There was little difficulty in manning the 
schooner, for somehow or other a rumour had 
crept abroad — Treverton could never tell how — 
that she was fitting out on a secret expedition ; 
and more sailors in consequence volunteered to 
join than were wanted. Twelve thoroughly good 
hands were at length engaged, and kept in readi- 
ness to go on board at a moment's notice. 

Rather a large crew this seemed for a schooner 
of 1 60 tons. With captain, mate, and boatswain 
there would be fifteen souls on board, not counting 
Treverton ; but Mr. Warden determined the * En- 
deavour* should go to sea on her perilous quest 
fully manned. Not only were there the ordinary 
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risks of a voyage in war-time to be encountered, 
but it was well known that the creeks and bays on 
the coast of Cuba and other West Indian islands 
swarmed with fast-sailing privateers, ready to 
pounce upon any passing merchant vessel. 

The little schooner, with her crew well-armed, 
ought to be able to beat off an attack of this nature. 

It was very little that Janet saw of her cousin 
at this time ; she almost began to feel jealous of 
the vessel that took him away so much from her 
One afternoon, however, he returned home early. 

* Janet, would you like to see the " Endeavour " 
before we sail ? Your father is on board, and we 
shall get under weigh to-night.' 

'There's our gallant little vessel,* said Harry, 
as the boat, passing the Tower, neared a schooner 
at anchor, or rather made fast to a buoy, in mid- 
stream. 

* Oh, what a lovely ship ! * exclaimed the girl. 
And indeed the ' Endeavour ' well deserved the 

commendation. With her graceful hull, lying low 
in the water — all black save where a streak of gold 
running all round showed her beautiful outline and 
her tapering masts, she was as pretty an object as 
could be seen that summer afternoon. 

I do not know, though, whether our young 
supercargo, as he handed Janet Warden on board 
the ship, did not think the girl the prettier of the 
two. 
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SAILING OF THE 'ENDEAVOUR.' 

F the little 'Endeavour' seemed yacht- 
like to Janet as she came alongside, 
the quarter-deck, as she stepped on 
board, gave the vessel all the appearance of a 
miniature man-of-war. 

Two small brass guns — they were only four- 
pounders — peeped through the vermilion- lined 
ports ; long boarding pikes were arranged round 
the mainmast ; and the deck itself was clear fore and 
aft, unencumbered with cabins or other erections. 

' We don't want to fight, but,' said Treverton, 
unconsciously using words which, if uttered three- 
score and ten years afterwards, would have pro- 
claimed him that terrible thing, a Jingo — 'but if 
a privateer wants to have a brush with us in the 
West Indies, he will find us prepared.' 

Janet looked grave ; until then the idea of the 
fighting which might have to be done had not 
struck her. 
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She turned to go below, but here again were 
signs that the 'Endeavour* wds bound on no 
peaceful quest; arms were hanging against the 
bulkheads, both of Captain Sturdee's cabin and of 
that belonging to Treverton. 

* Look what a handsome present your father 
made me yesterday,* said her cousin, taking down a 
brace of small pistols beautifully mounted in silver. 

* Oh, Harry ! I do hope you won't have to use 
them.' 

I am afraid his wishes ran rather in the oppo- 
site direction, but he only answered, ' If I do, 
Janet, it will be against the enemies of our King, 
so you must not mind.* 

An hour or two of pleasant talk, and then Mr. 
Warden, anxious to get on shore with his daughter 
before darkness set in, gave his final directions, 
bade his nephew a hearty God-speed, and stepped 
into the boat alongside. The parting with Janet 
was longer. Harry scarce realised until that 
moment how fond he had grown of this beauti- 
ful young cousin ; but the farewell words were at 
last said, the farewell kiss given, and then, leaning 
over the side, he watched the boat vanishing in the 
deepening gloom of twilight. 

And so the pleasant life in Idol Lane, and the 
evening wanderings in the garden, were over for a 
while ; and again he was going out to seek his 
fortune ; or rather, as he thought, it was her for- 
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tune of which he was in quest this time. The 
adventure of the buried treasure was undertaken 
for her sake. 

This, as we know, was not exactly a true state- 
ment of the case. However, he may be pardoned 
for thinking it the truth just then. 

All this time, in order that there should be no 
suspicion on board the * Perseus * that the schooner 
was about to sail so shortly, not a seaman had 
made his appearance on board. Due notice had 
been secretly given ; and now when darkness had 
thoroughly set in, the men, by twos and threes, 
dropped quietly alongside in watermen's boats, 
until the whole number had assembled on board. 

Even then nothing was done during the first 
watch, Captain Sturdee ordering the men to stow 
themselves away below : 'Anywhere,' he said, ' but 
in your regular bunks in the fore-peak.' 

Scarcely had this precaution been taken, and 
the last of the men disappeared, when a man-of- 
war's boat pulled alongside. 

' I thought so,' remarked the captain ; ' that is 
the tender's boat rowing guard.' 

The officer sprang on deck, exchanged greetings 
with Sturdee and Treverton, and then, walking for- 
ward, sent one of his boat's crew down to examine 
the fore-peak. 

* Nobody there, sir,* was the man's report on 
again coming on deck. 
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* Good-night, gentlemen ! ' said the officer, step- 
ping into his boat ; and ' Good-night ! * replied cap- 
tain and supercargo, well pleased, as the unwelcome 
visitor departed. 

'Now I think we are safe; and after twelve 
o'clock we will slip away.' 

' Supposing he had discovered the men ? * 

'Why, then they would have been mustered 
on board the ' Perseus,* the best of them would have 
been impressed, and we should have been left to 
pursue our voyage with only half a crew. I sup- 
pose the King's ships must be manned, but it's 
hard lines for us merchant skippers when we would 
almost as lief come across an enemy's cruiser as 
one of our own men-of-war.' 

Treverton stopped on deck that night. Keeping 
a watch on the * Perseus,' he heard the guard-boat 
as she came alongside after going her rounds; 
the lights in the tender were gradually put out, 
until the masthead lantern was the only one left ; 
and then as eight bells (midnight) struck, the ' All's 
well ' of the look-out was heard, and all was silent. 

Half an hour later, and the crew of the schooner 
crept quietly on deck ; the jib was loosed without 
noise, the buoy was cast off, and the ' Endeavour ' 
began to drop slowly down the river. 

Not a sound came from the man-of-war. Soon 
a projecting point was rounded ; and then, safe 
from espial, the white sails were set, and the 
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musical ripple at the bows showed how well the 
little craft was speeding through the water. 

The frigate and the convict hulks lying at 
anchor off Woolwich Dockyard were passed without 
challenge ; and then, as the river broadened, the 
moon rose, shedding light on the low-lying Essex 
marshes, and the higher ground on the Kentish 
shore. 

The enterprise had begun well ; and Harrj'* 
Treverton, going below to his cabin with a mind 
at ease, was not ashamed to ask God's blessing on 
an expedition which had for its aim the rescue of 
a wealthy merchant and his daughter from im- 
pending ruin. 

Is there anything more delicious to an adven- 
ture-loving English boy than the first day at 
sea — the first day of a long voyage ? Excepting 
the sailing into the first foreign port you have ever 
seen, I know nothing to equal it. Treverton was 
not exactly a boy now, for he was past seventeen ; 
and he had often been on the water before. But 
that was only on short excursions for the day ; the 
excitement of beginning a voyage like the present 
one was a totally different thing ; and when he 
came on deck the next morning and found the 
schooner heeling over under a stiff breeze, passing 
the Nore light- vessel, he was happy as ever was 
any boy. 

A man-of-war brig was close by, making her 
£ 
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way probably into Sheerness. Suddenly, while 
Harry was admiring the symmetry of the vessel's 
sails, and the perfect way in which they were set, 
there darted a flash from her bow-port, and the 
report of a gun boomed across the water, while at 
the same time the English ensign was flown from 
the masthead. 

* A gentle hint to show our colours,' said Sturdee. 

The red ensign was run up to the peak, and 
the schooner was allowed to proceed without 
further parley. 

A glorious southerly breeze was blowing ; and 
in peace-time any vessel would have taken ad- 
vantage of it and gone right down Channel ; but 
too many French privateers were prowling about 
to make that a safe proceeding now, so for that 
night they dropped anchor in the Downs, where a 
large number of ships were collected, mostly wait- 
ing for convoy. 

Captain Sturdee, paying a visit to one of his 
brother skippers, returned with the news that a 
convoy for the West Indies was making up at 
Plymouth, and suggested that the schooner should 
join it 

A capital idea this seemed to Treverton, as by 
so doing the vessel's safety would be almost 
guaranteed as far as the Bahamas; after which 
she wanted no escort, and would have to. do her 
work with no lookers on. 
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So two days afterwards the ' Endeavour 'reached 
Plymouth, and our young adventurer, after an 
absence of some thirteen months, once more saw 
the wooded slopes of Mount Edgcumbe and the 
windings of the beautiful Tamar. 

Thirteen months! Was that really all? He 
had quitted Ashbrook a boy, and now, as it 
seemed to him, he had returned a man. 

The cottage, acting on his uncle's advice, he had 
while in London sold ; a man resident in Ashbrook 
named Pentreath — whose son Nicholas, some three 
or four years older than himself, he remem- 
bered as a smart young seaman — becoming the 
purchaser. There was still, however, something to 
draw him to Ashbrook. He wanted of course to 
see Rachel Maybank, the fair young child whom, 
when they were boy and girl together in old times, 
he used to call his little wife. 

Hailing a waterman's boat, he pulled up the 
Tamar. Soon the village came in sight, looking as 
quiet and sleepy as when, on that May morning in 
the year that was gone, he left it to seek his fortune. 

Making his way up the steep little straggling 
street, he stopped at the well-remembered garden 
gate. An old man — it was Mr. Pentreath — was 
standing just inside, leaning on his rake. 

* Ah, Master Treverton ! I be main glad to see 
you. Come in and look at the old place ; * and 
shaking hands warmly, he would not be content 
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until he had taken his visitor all over the place, 
pointing out the improvement he had made. 

' You see, my son Nicholas has been in command 
of a privateer brig belonging to Mr. Maybank for 
some months now, and has been in luck, thanks be. 
So after another cruise, or may be two or three, he 
intends settling down in the cottage and marrying.* 

* And who is the young lady 1 * 

* Rachel Maybank. And a real good girl she 
be, although a bit young perhaps.' 

This was news indeed ! In a very few minutes 
Treverton got up and said * Good-bye ' to the old 
man. With a curious inconsistency, he felt angry 
with Nicholas for having won his Rachel, ps he 
called her. It was a sort of dog-in-the-manger 
feeling, for in his inmost heart he knew that the 
young cousin of Idol Lane had long taken her 
place in his young affections. 

However, right or wrong, the feeling was there, 
and it was strong enough to cause him to return at 
once, intending to land some other day and see 
Rachel Maybank. 









Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER IX. 

ATTACK OF THE PRIVATEER. 




IGNAL for convoy to prepare for sailing/ 
was the news Harry Treverton heard 
on returning to the ' Endeavour.' 
Soon afterwards Captain Sturdee, who, with 
the masters of the rest of the merchantmen, had 
been on board the commodore's ship for final in- 
structions, came alongside. 

* We sail at daylight to-morrow. Not a bad set of 
fellows, those officers on board the " Fondroyant : " 
when they found what vessel it was that I com- 
manded, they took me into the ward-room, and 
everybody had something to say about the smart- 
looking little schooner.' 

•What papers are those you have brought back ? * 

* Oh, these are the printed convoy instructions 
and the code of signals. The lieutenant who gave 
them to me said the only signal which was of much 
use was * Make more sail,* and that certainly 
wouldn't be required for the *' Endeavour," ' 
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No more going on shore now ! Treverton wrote 
a pleasant letter of congratulation to Rachel May- 
bank, wishing her all happiness ; and then with a 
comfortable sort of feeling, as if he had done a 
magnanimous thing in giving up what he did not 
want, and could not have had if he did want (which 
was really the state of the case), he turned his 
thoughts entirely towards ' duty.' 

Barely was it daylight enough the following 
morning to distinguish the signal * Weigh anchor' at 
the *Fondroyant's ' masthead, when her warning gun 
woke up the sleeping convoy. Quickly enough the 
smart crew of the ' Endeavour ' ran the anchor up to 
the bows ; and in a quarter of an hour the schooner, 
under easy sail, was lying to outside the Sound. 

Very different was it with the rest of the 
merchantmen, most of whom were lumbering old 
ships — sugar-tubs, as they were contemptuously 
called — bad sailers, and badly manned on account 
of the press. Such a scene of confusion as ensued 
when about seventy sail of these vessels got under 
weigh and made sail together, Treverton had never 
witnessed. 

Ships as they canted round ran foul of each 
other, crews and captains shouting wildly ; jib- 
booms and topgallant-masts fell crashing, until 
the convoy presented the appearance somewhat of 
a fleet after a general engagement ; and thus full 
two hours had gone by before the commodore in 
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his great line-of-battle ship, like a mother bird, 
had all his little ducklings safely gathered under 
his lee. 

Even then two or three vessels too much dis- 
abled to proceed remained still in the Sound. 
Regardless of these wounded birds, which must 
perforce await another opportunity of trying their 
wings, all sail was made, and the large fleet pro 
ceeded steadily down Channel. 

It was a glorious sight that summer morning — 
all those white sails set ; for even a clumsy-built 
merchant vessel looks picturesque under canvas. 
Well to windward the * Fondroyant * kept up her 
position, while her attendant frigates and spialler 
craft occasionally dropped astern to whip up the 
stragglers, and enforce the signal which seemed to 
be perpetually flying — ' Make more sail.* 

Freshening hour by hour, the breeze swept 
the gallant fleet along; and then, as twilight 
began to close around, Treverton, leaning over the 
stem, took his farewell look at the lessening shores 
of old England. 

^ There goes another sigijal,' said Sturdee, with 
his glass fixed on the commodore's ship. 

' All right. Tell me the flags, I will spell it oiit,' 
answered Treverton, who had the book in his hand. 

' C. Q. M. G./ called out the captain. 

' Go ahead — that means " Convoy." What are 
the next flags ? * 
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* C. P. J. T./ said Sturdee, shutting up his glass. 

* Keep close during the night/ read Treverton. 
' What is the reason of that ? ' 

* Don't you know ? There are sure to be 
French privateers hovering about at night, trying 
to cut out stragglers. I have my own ideas about 
that rakish-looking brig to windward ; and there is 
a three-masted vessel near her, with spars big 
enough for a corvette.* 

Apparently the commodore had the same 
suspicions, for two frigates at that moment made 
sail and began to beat to windward ; but darkness 
coming on, they were recalled to their stations by 
a gun. 

Things began to grow exciting ; there was no 
knowing what might happen in the night. The 
guns— little popguns as they seemed— were loaded, 
and cutlasses served out to the men, who seemed 
in rather high spirits in expectation of the affray. 

' No fear that they won't fight,' said the captain ; 
' even a cat would fight to keep herself out of a 
French prison.' 

There was no ' turning in ' under circumstances 
like these. Harry took down his pistols — remem- 
bering, as he did so, that Janet's hands were the 
last that had touched them — placed them in his 
belt, and went again on deck. 

It was a dark night ; moon and stars were alike 
hidden by a dense bank of clouds, that had risen 
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soon after sunset and overspread the heavens. The 
masthead and poop lanterns of the commodore's 
ship were just visible, and here and there twinkled 
a faint light from some of the convoy, shining 
for a moment and then swallowed up in the dark- 
ness. 

For about two hours Treverton walked the deck 
with Sturdee, and then, pretty well tired out, he lay 
down on the deck with his head on a coil of rope. 

Awaking at twelve o'clock while the men were 
being mustered for the middle watch, he stood up 
and looked around. A dense fog surrounded the 
ship. 

* Where are the commodore's lights ? ' he asked. 

* Lost sight of an hour or more ago. We heard 
her bell at intervals for a short time afterwards ; 
but either she has forged ahead or we have dropped 
astern, for we hear nothing now. Perilous work 
this ; I wish it were daylight ! * 

'A strange sail close upon us,* shouted the 
look-out man. 

' Put the helm hard up,' cried the captain. 

But ere the schooner's bows could fall off before 
the wind, through the darkness there rushed a 
darker shape still ; and with a crash the strange 
ship ranged up alongside, her sails towering aloft 
dimly discernible through the gloom. 

* She is French, as sure as a gun ; listen to all 
that jabber. Stand to your arms, men ! ' 
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Sure enough such a babel of tongues could 
come from no English vessel ; and, as a more 
striking proof that the captain's judgment was 
correct, scarce had he spoken when the flash of 
musketry lighted up the scene, QXiApingy ping ^ sang 
the bullets over Treverton's head. 

It was a new sensation, and he did not quite like 
it. At least, that was his idea at the moment ; but 
so much was there to do just then that there was 
really no time to think— the operation had to be 
put off until a future opportunity. 

The musketry fire was quickly returned from 
the * Endeavour,* and for the moment the French- 
man seemed surprised — ^anticipating doubtless 
no resistance from the merchant vessel. For a 
short time only did this respite last, and then, as 
the fire again broke out, Sturdee's voice was heard 
high above the tumult, — 

' Down on the deck, men, every one of you ! ' 

Scarce were the words spoken when from three 
broadside guns of the privateer a storm of grape 
burst forth — a storm that would have crushed 
before it half the crew of the little ' Endeavour,* 
had -it not been for the captain's quick eye and 
timely warning. 

A second and a third time were the guns fired, 
cutting up spars and rigging terribly, but from the 
greater, height of the Frenchman's deck doing little 
other damage. 
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Meanwhile the schooner's gun had taken up the 
game, every shot going right into the enemy's hulh 

' We shall beat her oflf yet/ said Treverton, full 
of excitement. 

The captain shook his head. ' This can't last 
much longer. If she only had the sense to depress 
her guns a little, we should be sunk. Ah ! Look 
there!' 

As if the words had been heard, at that moment 
a round shot from the privateer, properly aimed, 
struck down one poor fellow, sending up a shower 
of splinters, as, after doing the deadly work, it 
passed at an angle right through the deck. 

* If the ships would only separate ! That is our 
one chance,' continued the captain. 

All this, which takes so long in telling, had 
occupied but three or four minutes, during which 
time the schooner, obeying her helm, had gradually 
fallen off, until now the only place where the 
Frenchman was actually in contact with the smaller 
vessel was on the * Endeavour's * weather quarter. 
In another minute the two vessels would be 
separated altogether. 

With a determination worthy even of British 
sailors, a large body of the privateer's men, resolved 
that their prize should not thus escape, clambered 
over the side into the stern of the schooner, making 
good their position before her men could run aft in 
sufficient numbers to keep off* the boarding party. 
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Now indeed did things seem desperate; and 
had not the gallant defenders been Englishmen, 
well might they have given up all as lost. But no 
thought of surrender came into the minds of that 
small band of brave men. 

' Never mind the gun just now. All hands aft 
with your muskets.' 

Dropping the gfun tackles, the men who had 
been serving them picked up their muskets and 
rushed aft. But the attackers in their superior 
numbers stood firm. 

Worse than all, the ammunition ran out— the 
cartridge pouches were empty. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE OLD * TERPSICHORE.* 

HROWING down their useless muskets, 
the English sailors, with boarding pike 
and cutlass, pressed firmly against their 
assailants. But their numbers were few, whereas 
on the Frenchman's side, as fast as one man fell, 
his place was filled by others jumping on board 
from the privateer. 

The unequal combat could have but one end- 
ing. Gradually the 'Endeavour's' gallant little 
crew were forced back, and inch by inch the 
quarter-deck was gained by the boarding party. 

Up to this time Treverton, in spite of Sturdec's 
remonstrances, had kept in front close by the 
captain's side, and almost by a miracle had 
escaped unwounded. One pistol he had fired, 
bringing down a man whose pike would else the 
next moment have pierced his heart ; the other he 
had reserved for an emergency. Turning now to 
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the young supercargo, Sturdee urged him at once 
to retreat to the topgallant forecastle. 

* We can make a last stand there/ he said. 

A bright inspiration seized the young fellow's 
mind. * There is the gun, don't you know } ' 

The captain did not understand. He only 
thought of the safety of his owner's young rela- 
tion. ' Now fall back at once to the forecastle. 
I shall have to follow in a minute with all the poor 
fellows who are left' 

'AH right Don't do it before I call out We 
will point the gun aft* 

And the lad, extricating himself from the 
throng, ran to one of the guns, calling to a man 
by his side to follow. Seizing the tackles, it was 
the work of a moment to haul the gun inboard, 
and place it with the muzzle pointing aft, bearing 
directly on the combatants. 

The port-fire was gone, dropped overboard 
probably when the gun's crew had deserted their 
piece and rushed aft to join their comrades. 
Never mind, the pistol would do as well. Draw- 
ing it from his belt, and pointing the muzzle close 
to the vent, he sent the man with a message to 
the captain. 

In a few seconds the English sailors, as if panic- 
stricken, broke and ran forward. A momentary 
pause of surprise, and with a loud cheer the 
Frenchman rushed after the retreating foe. 
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Then Treverton fired ; and the cheer of victory 
changed into a cry of dismay as the shower of grape 
tore its way through that mass of devoted men. 

It was enough. Those amongst the attacking 
party who were still unhurt turned and fled, 
struggling wildly to pass over the stern into their 
own ship ; some falling into the water in the 
attempt, and others, who had thrown down their 
arms, being made prisoners. 

A sudden stillness ensued, seeming after the 
noise and confusion of the fight almost awful. 
The privateer dropped astern, and darkness, no 
longer dispelled by fitful flash of cannon and gun, 
once more closed around the schooner. 

'Now for a parting shot. Get the gun out of 
the port again,' said Sturdee. 

Again the little four-pounder fired, the captain 
aiming, as near as he could guess, in the direction 
of the privateer. 

The enemy, however, though beaten off, could 
yet show his teeth, and a return fire from three or 
four guns of far heavier calibre answered the shot 
from the ' Endeavour.' 

' I think we had better let well alone, and slip 
away in the darkness,' was the captain's remark, as 
soon as the round shot had done whistling over 
their heads. 

'By all means. Ah! there's a rocket!' ex- 
claimed Treverton. 
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The rocket was followed by a blue light, throw- 
ing a lurid glare over the sails of one of the 
convoying frigates which was now making her way 
with all speed towards the scene of action. 

Soon, guided by a light that the schooner 
ventured occasionally to show at the bows, trusting 
it might be out of the Frenchman's view, a man-of- 
war's boat pulled up alongside. 

' What is it ? a privateer? * asked the officer. 

'Yes, she boarded us over the stem, but we 
managed to beat her off,* answered the captain, 
pointing out the direction in which he believed the 
brig lay. 

* Thanks. We*ll have her ; * and the lieutenant, 
turning hurriedly away to regain his boat, stumbled 
over a dark object lying on the deck. * What is 
this ? a dead man ? ' 

' Yes ; and we have several more hurt, I am sorry 
to say.' 

•And no doctor on board, of course. I am 
sure our captain will send the assistant surgeon if 
you wish.' 

Needless to say how thankfully the offer was 
accepted, and with what a welcome the medical 
officer was received. 

* I am to stop on board,* he said, 'until the 
morning, when no doubt the frigate will have 
given a good account of your friend the Frenchman. 
Now let me have a look at your poor fellows.' 
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Two killed and three wounded was a severe 
loss out of the schooner's small crew of twelve. In 
addition to these, there were three men belonging 
to the privateer, who had been too badly hurt to 
escape into their own ship ; so the doctor was hard 
at work until daylight. 

He had just bandaged the last man — a French 
sailor — telling the boatswain, who was at his side, 
to get a bed on deck, and lay the wounded man 
down ; when the boatswain himself, a fine stalwart 
fellow named Myles, suddenly dropped in a dead 
faint. 

* Hollo ! my work is not over yet. What is 
the matter with you, my friend } ' exclaimed the 
assistant surgeon, proceeding to examine the fallen 
man. 

The brave old boatswain had been suffering all 
this time from a pike wound in the shoulder. 
' Oh, there was lots of time to look after me 
when those young fellows had been seen to ! ' was 
his remark afterwards. 

The fog had cleared up in the early morning 
hours ; and, as dawn gradually broke, intense was 
the excitement as to whether the privateer had 
succeeded in making her escape. No firing had 
been heard, which was looked upon as rather a bad 
sign. 

' Hurrah ! There she is ! ' exclaimed half a 
dozen voices, as broad daylight at last disclosed 

F 
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the scattered vessels of the convoy, and — well in 
the outskirts about three miles off — a large armed 
brig, evidently the schooner's antagonist of the last 
night. 

The frigate had caught sight of her at the same 
moment, and was making sail in chase ; but the 
brig was a long way out of gunshot, and the wind 
being light made it all the better for the smaller 
craft. 

' What do you say ? ' asked Treverton of the 
assistant surgeon, who, having finished with Myles, 
had now joined the excited group on the quarter- 
deck, ' Will the frigate catch her up ? Is she a 
good sailer ? ' 

' The old " Terpsichore " ? Well, she doesn't do 
badly with half a gale of wind blowing ; but with a 
light breeze like this, I am afraid that brig will 
run away from her.' 

Bad news this ! Worse than all, it seemed to 
be true. For although Sturdee and Treverton tried 
hard for some time to make believe the frigate was 
gaining a little, it soon became too plain that the 
privateer was gradually slipping away from her big 
antagonist. 

Sturdee gave up hope, and began busying him- 
self with some of his many duties. Treverton 
however stuck to his post, keeping his glass fixed 
on the chase. * Surely the breeze is freshening? I 
felt a puff on my cheek just then.' 
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The assistant surgeon shook his head. 

A despondent shake ! and falsified even in the 
act of shaking. At that very moment the fore top- 
gallant mast of the brig fell, carrying with it the 
main. The loss of the two sails, and the royals 
which were set above them, more than turned the 
scale in favour of the pursuer ; less and less be- 
came the distance between the two ships ; ' Surely,' 
thought Treverton, * the frigate must now be within 
gunshot' 

The gallant Frenchman thought so too, and 
played his last card. Yawing suddenly, he fired 
his small broadside at his opponent. It was his 
one chance : if he could only bring down a spar or 
two he might yet be safe. 

But the shot fell wide, not a spar or a rope was 
touched ; and the frigate, deigning no reply, swept 
onward on her irresistible course. A few more 
minutes, and a stern summons to surrender flashed 
from her bow-port. 

It was enough. Slowly descended the tricolour 
from the peak, the crew of the little schooner 
cheering with delight as the frigate hove to along- 
side her prize. 



F 2 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE boatswain's YARN. 

URING the excitement of the chase the 
schooner had edged out of her proper 
course, so that when the capture took 
place she was at no very great distance from the 
prize. Naturally enough, Harry Treverton was 
smitten with a longing desire for a closer inspection 
of their old antagonist. 

There seemed no reason why this should not be 
carried out. The sea was tolerably smooth ; so a 
boat was lowered, and shortly he and Sturdee stood 
on the deck of the vessel to which the 'Endeavour* 
had so nearly become a prize. 

The boats of the * Terpsichore ' were alongside, 
and the crew of the privateer— a fine-looking set of 
fellows, although not dressed so smartly as men-of- 
war's men — were being passed over the side for 
transference to the frigate. Treverton noticed the 
name of the ship on their caps — the * Jean Bart.' 

About the most pleasant thing that can happen 
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afloat is to beat your enemy, and to make a prize 
of his ship. The next best thing — in fact, I scarcely 
know whether it is not, after all, the best — is to go 
on board the said prize and feel the full glory of 
possession. 

Well, our young adventurer, with Captain 
Sturdee, had not exactly this full glory, because, as 
we know, although they had fairly beaten off the 
vessel, another ship had captured her. But the 
commander of the * Terpsichore,' who was on board, 
came forward just then with words that made them 
as contented as if they really had this right of 
possession. 

'Well, gentlemen,' and he shook hands with 
each of them, ' it is you we have to thank for the 
capture of the " Jean Bart," a well-known privateer, 
that has inflicted an immense amount of damage 
on our merchantmen* Not only did you beat off 
her attempt at boarding, but, as I have just learnt 
from her captain, th« last shot you fired injured 
her fore topgallant mast so, that the little puff of 
wind we had during the chase brought it tumbling 
about their heads. I can assure you,' he continued, 
' that were it not for that lucky hit of yours, the old 
" Terpsichore " would not have had the ghost of a 
chance. Now walk round the decks, and see 
what a handsome prize you have given me.* 

The * Jean Bart,' of Rouen, was indeed a fine 
brig> equal to many a small cruiser in his Majesty's 
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navy ; and Treverton, as he heard the number of 
her crew (fifty) and saw the four brass nine- 
pounders she carried on each broadside, felt more 
deeply than before what a marvellous escape the 
' Endeavour ' had experienced. 

One request Sturdee made to the captain of the 
English frigate — that the assistant surgeon might 
remain in the schooner for the present. That, 
however, could not be granted without leave of the 
commodore ; but he allowed the French wounded 
men to be sent on board the 'Terpsichore' with the 
medical officer. Happily, the hurts of the three 
sailors belonging to the 'Endeavour* were not 
serious, and would only require good nursing. 

By ten o'clock that morning the * Jean Bart,' in 
charge of a prize crew from the frigate, was under 
sail for Plymouth ; the * Endeavour' had resumed 
her place in the convoy ; and the only signs re- 
maining on the deck to show how fearful a struggle 
a few hours ago had been raging there, were two 
still forms, reverently covered with the Union flag 
of England. 

It was at noon on the same day that the poor 
fellows were committed to the deep, Captain 
Sturdee being scarcely able to utter the solemn 
words of the * Burial Service for those at Sea ; ' while 
amongst the rough sailors who stood around the 
bodies of their lost messmates there was n6t a dry 
eye. 
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All the excitement of the action was over ; and 
Treverton, as he watched the dead sailors disappear 
beneath the blue waters, and thought of the 
mothers or the wives at home little dreaming of 
the fate of their dear ones, for the first time 
began to experience what a horrible thing war 
really is. 

These sort of thoughts do not last long at his 
age, and a good rest that night made him ready 
the next morning for anything in the way of adven- 
ture that might turn up. 

Adventures, however, are not to be met with 
every day, even in war-time and on mid-ocean ; and 
our sober narrative, refusing to indulge in any 
flights of fancy, is obliged to chronicle the fact that 
the week which followed the capture of the ' Jean 
Bart ' was in every way tame and unexciting. 

Day after day there came a succession of calms 
and light airs, so that little progress was made. 
Then, of course, the rate of sailing in a convoy had 
to be governed by the slowest vessels: it would 
never do to leave the heavy sugar-tubs behind. 
Altogether, the officers of the smart little schooner 
began to growl, wishing that it were safe or allow- 
able to quit the fleet, and shape their course inde- 
pendently. 

As to Harry Treverton, whenever — tired out by 
waiting on deck for the breeze that never came — he 
went below to his small cabin, the precious piece 
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of yellow paper with the plan of Pirates* Creek 
was sure to be pulled out. 

What he wanted, as he sat poring over the 
plan, was to find out the exact spot where the 
treasure lay concealed. The latitude and longitude 
given, 21° 2q! N. and 75'' 10' W., would be quite 
sufficient guide to the creek itself ; but unless some 
more definite directions were given, months might 
be consumed in the search, after landing at the 
place. 

The plan was in outline, done with pen and 
ink — the ink long since faded; and he felt sure 
that some unnecessary pen-stroke or dot was in- 
tended to show the exact position, and would show 
it — if only he could work out the key to the puzzle. 

Perhaps the captain's head might be clearer 
than his own. .There could be no reason for keep- 
ing the secret any longer from Sturdee ; he would 
have to be told, in any event, in New Providence. 

So one evening, much to the captain's surprise, 
Treverton unfolded the secret destination of the 
vessel, and laid before his astonished eyes the worn 
paper on which was faintly traced out the plan of 
El Puerto de los Piraias. He said nothing, of 
course, of that other secret, how in securing the 
buried treasure lay Mr. Warden's only hope of 
saving the firm from bankruptcy. 

A first-rate seaman was Sturdee, ready for any 
emergency requiring a strong hand and bold heart ; 
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but as to working out any problem, except perhaps 
a * day's reckoning ' at sea, it was quite out of his 
h'ne. After puzzling over the paper, turning it 
upside down, looking at the back of it, and holding 
it up to the light — thinking perhaps that by so doing 
he might see through the mystery — this was the 
result of his cogitations : — 

' I will bring you to that place, if the latitude 
and longitude are given correctly ; but how we are 
to find the treasure after we get there, unless in- 
deed we turn over the whole of the surface with 
our spades, beats me altogether.' 

Evidently our young supercargo had not gained 
much by taking the captain into his confidence. 
This much, though ; that when the week of slow 
progress had passed, and Harry, knowing that 
the state of Mr. Warden's affairs demanded that no 
time should be lost, proposed that the schooner 
should run ahead of the convoy during the night, 
and trust to her heels for escape 'from the enemy's 
cruisers and privateers, Sturdee no longer objected. 

That evening the little wind that had faintly 
breathed at intervals throughout the day, dropped 
entirely. The useless sails were hauled up, and 
the schooner rolled uneasily on a heavy, slow- 
heaving ground-swell. 

* I don't like the look of the weather, sir,' said 
a voice close by the side of Treverton, who was on 
the quarter-deck, leaning over the taffrail. 
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Half the first watch was over. The night was 
pitch-dark, but a faint flash of hghtning just then 
showed the speaker's face. It was Myles, the boat- 
swain, his wounded arm still in a sling. 

Harry, who had, he knew not why, an uncom- 
fortable sort of feeling, as if ' something was going 
to happen,' was glad enough to enter into talk with 
the old sailor, for whom he had begun to entertain 
a liking. 

* You think this the calm before the storm ? ' 

• Yes, I do, sir. I mind me — ah, look there ! 
There's Saint Anthony's fires ; they don't come for 
nothing.' 

While the boatswain was speaking, a faint light 
streamed out from the two mastheads and the yard- 
arms, glimmered blue and ghastly for a few seconds, 
and faded away into darkness. 

A slight shiver passed over the watchers as the 
weird light came and disappeared. ' What does it 
mean ? ' said Treverton. 

^ It's a message sent to God's creatures to warn 
them that something evil is abroad. The last time I 
saw them lights was in the Bay of Campeachy, on 
board the " Boadicea " frigate — for I've served many 
a year in a King's ship. Such a place as that 
coast for sudden squalls and for thunder and light- 
ning I never came across ! We had been chasing 
a Spanish brig for three hours before sundown, with 
men stationed at the sheets and topsail halyards 
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ready to let fly everything and save the masts when 
the squalls came down too violent Mayhap youVe 
been in them parts, sir ? ' 

* No ; this is my first voyage/ 

'Well, when it grew dark, the weather, if any- 
thing, was worse than before. Saint Anthony's fires 
were touching the yard-arms, like they were just 
now, and we all hoped the skipper would shorten 
sail till daylight. Not he ! I heard him tell the 
first lieutenant that, sink or swim, he intended to be 
alongside the Spaniard before the first watch was 
out. It was a grand sight after alL My station 
was on the forecastle, and when a brighter flash 
came than ordinary you could see the brig tearing 
along ahead of us, with a track of white foam in her 
wake. 

* Suddenly there was a cry, " Breakers ahead ! " 
and then, almost at the same moment, a sea 
coming in over the forecastle washed me right aft 
to the quarter-deck. Half drowned, and pretty well 
knocked to pieces, I managed to pick myself up 
and cling on to the weather main rigging; and 
there by the mercy of God — for the ship was hard 
and fast on the reef, and leaning over almost on 
her beam-ends — I held on till the morning. 

* There was only about half of us left alive ; and 
as to the captain, he was never seen after the ship 
first struck. Sure enough, he had done what he 
intended, though he didn't live to see it, for not a 
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hundred yards off, there lay the brig, wrecked on 
the same reef as ourselves.' 

' And how did you manage to escape ? ' 

* Oh, the sea went down, until between the reef 
an.d the mainland it was as smooth as a millpond ; 
and then canoes came off ; so, excepting one or two 
of us who fell into the water where the sharks were 
playing about by dozens, we got on shore all right. 
The Spaniards didn't treat us badly ; and as for 
the Indians — poor souls, they couldn't make enough 
of us ! 

* Ah, here comes the wind ! Hold on, sir, or you 
will be overboard.' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A FRENCH CORVETTE. 

CARCE was old Myles's yarn finished 
when his predictions were fulfilled. 
The dense clouds which, ever grow- 
ing darker and more dark, had massed themselves 
on the western horizon, and behind which the 
distant lightning played faintly and the thunder 
low muttered, opened with a blinding flash, and 
the tempest burst with all its fury upon the ship. 

Heeling over almost to her gunwale, nothing 
could have saved the schooner, had not Sturdee's 
precautions gradually reduced the canvas, until a 
storm trysail alone remained to withstand the first 
blast. Even that bit of canvas was torn from the 
bolt-ropes, leaving the gallant little vessel to stagger 
onwards under bare poles. 

Soon the whole surface of the water was lashed 
into a mass of boiling, seething foam ; but the real 
danger came later on, when the waves with curling 
crests rose high above the low bulwarks, threaten- 
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ing each moment to dash over and engulf the frail 
craft. 

The two best men in the ship were placed at 
the helm, the hatches carefully battened down, so 
that the water and the driving sheets of spray which 
dashed on the deck should find no entrance below ; 
and then — then all was done that could be done by 
man ; the fate of the vessel rested in Higher Hands. 

There was yet another danger besides the 
ordinaiy risks of foundering, to which they were 
exposed. In the midst of a crowded fleet, how 
were they on such a night to escape the almost 
certainty of collision ? And collision, either by 
running into another ship ahead, or being struck 
by one coming up astern, in such a storm as that, 
meant nothing more nor less than sinking. 

Was this, then, to be the end of the adventure ? 
Never more was he to see the pleasant parlour in 
Idol Lane, and the garden, and the sweet face of the 
young girl that gave that garden its charm } 

Such were the thoughts of Harry Treverton as, 
drenched by the driving spray, he clung to one of 
the shrouds, with difficulty maintaining his hold. 

A loud shout — a cry as of warning from hun- 
dreds of voices ! Turning, he saw a vast dark 
mass towering high above the stem. Advancing, 
it would crush the schooner like an egg-shell. 

Springing to the helm, Sturdee — it was the only 
hope— put it hard over. Would she answer to the 
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touch ? An age seemed to pass by in that moment 
of doubt. 

Her bows began to swing round. There was a 
crash, a noise of splintering — and the huge bulk of 
a Hne-of-battle ship surged heavily past, the lights 
from her long line of ports dimly showing through 
the darkness. 

So quickly had the danger come and gone, that 
Treverton, who had held his breath in horror at the 
advancing death, almost in his next expiration was 
able to utter the grateful 'Thank God!* which 
came from his heart. 

* Touch and go, that^ sir. There wasn't an inch 
to spare,' said Myles, pointing to the broken main 
boom which the * Fondroyant ' in grazing past had 
carried away. 

Wearily the anxious hours of that long night 
went slowly by, the schooner always in imminent 
danger of broaching to. Morning dawned at length, 
and found her still scudding over the foaming 
waste of waters ; but the gale was sensibly mode- 
rating, and the captain, not wanting to be driven 
farther out of his course, ventured to show a little 
canvas and bring the ship to the wind. 

Where were their consorts ? A few sails on the 
distant horizon were in sight, the sole remnant of 
the large fleet which yesterday had ridden trium- 
phantly on the waters ; the others had been scat- 
tered by the wind in all directions. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



96 PIRATES' CREEK. 

Nothing could have been better. * No need to 
leave the convoy now/ said Treverton, with a smile ; 
* the convoy has left us.* 

' But how about the rendezvous ? ' 

It was laid down in the commodore's instruc- 
tions, that any vessels missing the convoy through 
stress of weather or other causes, should rendezvous 
at St. lago, one of the Cape Verd Islands. And 
this was why Sturdee put the question. 

I am afraid the young supercargo's reply was 
not quite proper, but here it is : — 

' Oh ! hang the rendezvous ! ' — which would 
have been a difficult thing to do, by the way. 
' Now we have got clear without any fault of ours 
of the convoy, let us keep clear, and sail straight 
for our destination.* 

Naturally enough, the young fellow — our hero, 
as I suppose we may now begin to call him —was 
longing to get all the trading part of the voyage 
over. Every day that went by, until the search 
after the treasure had actually begun, seemed to 
him almost wasted. 

So the vessel's head was set for the Bahamas, 
and no more was thought of the convoy. 

Wind and sea went down, until by evening sim- 
ply a fresh single-reefed topsail breeze was blowing ; 
and the schooner with all sail upon her, no longer 
condemned to wait upon slow-moving consorts, 
dashed along, making ten or eleven knots an hour. 
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There was a good deal of work to do for the 
next week in repairing damages, but it was alto- 
gether a pleasant time ; and each day at noon — 
when the captain, after he had 'taken the sun,' 
worked out the ship's progress and marked her 
position on the chart — did Treverton more and 
more congratulate himself that they were no 
longer hampered by keeping company with a 
convoy. 

* Why, if we go on like this,' he remarked one 
day, leaning over the chart, which showed a first- 
rate run during the twenty-four hours — * if we go 
on like this, we shall sight the Bahamas in less 
than six weeks ! * 

* Yes, if nothing prevent.' 

* If nothing prevent ! What should prevent ? 
In a short time we shall be in the tropics, and have 
nothing but smooth water.' 

'There are such things as French cruisers,' 
meekly suggested Sturdee. 

' You are a regular croaker,' replied Treverton. 
But— 

* The best laid schemes o* mice an' men 
Gang aft a-gley ; * 

and the over-confident young fellow lived to see 
that the captain was not far out in his ideas. 

An unusual commotion overhead awoke Tre- 
verton at daylight the next morning ; the schooner 
seemed to be altering her course, 

G 
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Hurrying on deck, the first thing he saw 
was a large three-masted ship on the weather 
quarter. 

*What is she, Sturdee?' he inquired of the 
captain, who was intently examining the stranger 
through his glass. 

'A man-of-war to a dead certainty; no mer- 
chant vessel could show such square-cut sails as 
those. But whether a King's ship or a Frenchman 
puzzles me. She was on our weather bow when 
first sighted, and I thought it just as well to keep 
the schooner away a few points until we knew 
a little more about her.' 

'That ship was never rigged in an English 
dockyard, sir, you may be sure of that,' put in 
Myles. 

The old man-of-war's man was right. As he 
spoke, a gun flashed from the stranger's bow port, 
and an ensign blew out at her peak. 

'The tricolour,' exclaimed Sturdee. 'Now, 
then, for a long pair of heels, or else ' 

'Else what?' 

' A French prison, Mr. Treverton. And good- 
bye to my hopes of ever seeing Stratford-le-Bow 
and my poor Susan,' said the captain, shutting up 
his glass. 

'And good-bye to my hopes of bringing home 
the treasure to Idol Lane and seeing Janet,' thought 
the supercargo. 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A FRENCH CORVETTE. 99 

Meanwhile the 'Endeavour' was not to be 
given up without a struggle — and a good one too. 
Her best point of sailing was on a wind : unluckily 
that would avail nothing, the Frenchman being to 
windward ; so there was no help for it, Sturdee was 
obliged to put her before the wind and crack on all 
sail, trusting to the chapter of accidents. 

Seeing that the schooner had no intention of 
obeying the summons to heave to, her big opponent 
fired a second gun — shotted this time. 

* Johnny Crapaud won't do us much harm if he 
don't fire better than that,' was Myles's opinion, as 
the missile dropped into the water far astern. 

Yawing a little to get some of her foremost 
guns to bear, the Frenchman exposed to view his 
whole broadside. 

'Ten ports of a side,' said Sturdee, counting 
them. 'Well, there's no question of fighting a 
heavily armed corvette like that.' ' 

' But a shot or two could do no harm,* urged 
Treverton. 

The captain shook his head. ' Nor good either. 
What would be the use of fizzing away with our 
little popguns at that big fellow } We should only 
make him savage, and it would be all the worse for 
us if we were captured.' 

A whole broadside of ten guns was now fired, 
every shot falling short as before. 

'He'll soon tire of that game, wasting his 
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ammunition, and losing ground each time he 
yaws.' 

Apparently the corvette was beginning to think 
so too, keeping henceforward steadily on in chase 
without firing a shot. 

So far the schooner had well maintained her 
distance, the pursuing ship not gaining a foot. 
How would it be now ? 

The excitement was intense. For the next 
half-hour scarce a word was spoken, save when 
Sturdee in a low voice gave some directions to 
the helmsman, Treverton the while keeping his 
eyes fixed on the corvette, which seemed mo- 
mently drawing nearer, as, slashing along under 
a stiff breeze, she dashed the foam from her 
bows. 

There was no mistaking the wretched fact that 
the schooner was losing ground every minute. 

*We must do something, or she will be 
alongside in a couple of hours,' said the captain 
gloomily. 

As a last chance, the vessel must be lightened. 
The hatchways were opened, the heaviest part 
of the cargo hoisted on deck ; and Treverton, 
looking on sadly, watched while property of every 
description, the disposal of which had been intended 
to bring gold into the empty coffers of Warden 
Brothers, was hurried overboard. 

' That has done some good,' said Sturdee. 
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Yes, the schooner again held her own ; and 
brighter grew the faces of officers and crew. 

But again the breeze freshened, and again the 
corvette gained, coming up hand over hand. 

Another gun from the bow-port, and this time 
the shot flew right over the vessel. 

*Mr. Treverton,' cried the captain hurriedly, 
* she's yawing again. If she fires her broadside 
guns she will sink us. Shall we surrender ? ' 

* Yes, surrender ! * 

The British flag was run up to the peak. And 
then — alas that it should be so !— hauled down. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE FORTUNE OF WAR. 



f^roraiO fault was it of that brave crew that the 
|^>1 \ flag of the ' Endeavour ' was hauled 
- B^ I down in token of surrender ; but to 
Treverton, with his warm young feelings, it seemed 
such a token of shame that he felt for the moment 
as if he could never again hold up his head. 

In silence he looked on while the necessary 
orders were given for shortening sail and heaving 
to, making no answer to Sturdee's well-meant 
attempts to cheer up his young comrade. 

More gloomily still he watched while the 
French ship, as she came alongside, rounded to 
and shortened sail. 

But when the corvette's well-appointed boat 
was lowered, and a young and pleasant-looking 
officer in uniform, stepping on board, raised his hat 
with courtesy, and demanded the name of the 
vessel, our adventurer, as the only person on board 
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who understood French, had the good sense to throw 
off his sulkiness, and reply with equal courtesy. 

The French officer seemed surprised and dis- 
appointed on seeing the small number of men — 
only ten now — that formed the schooner's crew. 

'We thought you were a privateer/ he said, 
looking rather contemptuously at the four- 
pounders. 

Treverton, with a smile, apologised for the 
prize being only a common merchant vessel — an 
empty one too, as most of the cargo had been 
thrown overboard — and suggested that being such 
a very small fish, she might well be permitted to 
slip through the meshes of the big corvette's net, 
as not worth keeping. 

Whereat the officer, being in a good humour, 
professed to be much tickled, and regretted to 
inform 'Monsieur TAnglais' that when a prize 
was not considered sufficiently valuable to be sent 
into port, the captain of the * Diane ' — which was 
the name of his ship — invariably scuttled or burnt 
her. 

A pleasant prospect this, to see the 'Endeavour' 
sunk in mid-ocean I 

And now, the little exchange of courtesies being 
over, some rather sterner business began. Officers 
and crew, first being searched for concealed arms, 
were ordered forward and placed in charge of 
sentries, while the remainder of their captors. 
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diving below, rummaged the ship, appropriating 
without scruple any articles to which they took a 
fancy. 

Loud were the growls of the English seamen, 
and strong was their language when the corvette's 
men came on deck laden with spoils ; and it was 
just as well, perhaps, that the guard knew no tongue 
but their own, otherwise hard knocks might have 
repaid hard words. 

Harry Treverton's disgust may be imagined 
when, glittering in the officer's belt, he descried his 
own much-loved silver-mounted pistols ! 

'Never mind. It's the fortune of war, you 
know. Take it coolly, as I do.' 

It was very kind of the captain, no doubt, but 
his younger comrade did not want to be consoled, 
and would not be consoled so long as Mr. Warden's 
present was to be seen sticking out of the French- 
man's belt ; and he rather wished his friend would 
keep his philosophy to himself. 

Soon was it wanted in that quarter. Going 
below a second time, the same officer reappeared 
on deck having in his hand a large gold watch and 
chain, which, with an air of much satisfaction, he 
straightway transferred to his pocket. 

'Look at him! He's got my watch — a real 
chronometer that I bought after my last voyage ! 
Oh, the rascal, the robber ! * exclaimed Sturdee, 
stamping on the deck with vexation. 
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' Hush, my dear fellow ! Fortune of war, you 
know. Take it coolly — look at me now.' 

The irate captain did look at him. And then, 
after a little time, the anger in his face subsided, 
and they both managed to laugh at their mishaps. 

Having finished his examination of the prize, 
and also his own little private looting, the officer — 
who appeared by his uniform to be an enseigne de 
vaisseaiiy or what we should call a passed midship- 
man — stood by the gangway in readiness to step 
into the boat and make his report on board his 
own ship. 

' Good-bye to my chronometer,' and ' Farewell to 
my dear little pistols,' said each of the robbed ones. 

But before the officer had well settled himself 
in the stern sheets, he was recalled on deck by a 
hail from the * Diane,' which ship had ranged up 
within speaking distance on the other side. 

A conversation ensued between the captain of 
the corvette and his junior officer on board the 
prize ; after which, to Sturdee's surprise, the 
* Diane' made sail and parted company, leaving 
the eftseigne de vaissean and his boat's crew in the 
schooner. 

'What does it all mean.?' he asked. 'That 
fellow seems to be making himself comfortable.' 

'That fellow,' as soon as the corvette had 
moved off, had lighted a cigar ; and, seated on the 
quarter- deck with a bottle of poor Sturdee's own 
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wine before him, did indeed look as if he were 
quite at home. 

' It means this/ said Treverton, who had been 
listening intently to all that was passing. * There 
is a strange sail not far off to leeward, and the 
corvette has gone away to overhaul her. The 
captain ordered the officer to keep the schooner 
hove to until he came back and settled what was 
to be done with her. You see he didn't want to 
waste time now over this prize, fearing he might 
lose the other one.* 

'Supposing that somehow the corvette and 
schooner should miss one another } ' 

' Oh, that can't well be ! The captain said he 
would return before sunset' 

* I am not so sure about that,* remarked Sturdee 
gravely ; ' and if he does not ^ 

'Well.?' 

'If he does not return, it may be all in our 
favour. Don't you see ? How many Frenchmen 
are there in the prize crew ? ' 

' Twelve sailors ; and the officer makes thirteen.' 

'Exactly. And we are ten men and three 
officers, not counting yourself. There might be a 
chance for my watch and your pistols yet, if we 
could only get some arms. But why in the world 
the captain did not order the schooner to keep 
company with the corvette, instead of leaving her 
behind him hove to, I can't conceive.' 
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Apparently the idea had just struck the French 
commander, for as Sturdee finished speaking, a 
signal, enforced by a gun, flew from the masthead 
of the ' Diane ' ; and the prize officer, after one 
look at the flags through his glass — no, it was 
through Sturdee's glass — made sail in the schooner, 
following in the wake of his own ship. 

And so the Englishmen's hopes of a recapture 
began to fade away. 

For Treverton it was the oddest sensation 
possible, being prisoner on board his own ship ! 
Just as if thieves had got into a house, and, locking 
the people up, proceeded to make free with every- 
thing it contained. 

The prize crew were merry enough, but in the 
midst of their enjoyment the prisoners noticed 
that necessary precautions were not forgotten. 
The array of boarding pikes was taken down, and 
the weapons stowed away in the cabin ; and as in 
that cabin were already placed all the muskets and 
cutlasses the ship possessed, the captors might now 
consider themselves safe. 

The afternoon hours passed away ; evening 
came on. Still the corvette kept up the chase after 
the strange sail (not visible now from the schooner), 
and still the schooner followed in her wake. But 
the bigger ship so far outsailed the smaller one that 
at sunset she was nearly hull down. 

Hope began to revive in the breasts of the 
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prisoners. There seemed no chance of the * Diane ' 
rejoining her prize that night, at all events ; and 
surely — Treverton's heart beat high at the thought 
— surely in the darkness, unarmed though the 
Englishmen were, they might make a rush at their 
opponents and beat them down. 

* Yes, we will have a try at it,' said Sturdee, to 
whom Harry had whispered his project. ' It will 
be dangerous work, but never mind that. The 
corvette going off in a hurry after a second prize is 
the greatest piece of luck possible.' 

The boatswain and the mate were warned to 
be on the alert, but to say nothing as yet to the 
men. Any premature movement on their part, 
and all would be ruined. It was decided to make 
no attempt until after midnight, when it might be 
expected that the Frenchmen who had kept the 
first watch Would be sleeping. 

So when darkness set in, Sturdee, to lull 
suspicion, ordered his men to lie down. 

There is such a thing, however, as we all know, 
as * reckoning without your host.' And the host 
in this instance was the enseigne de vaisscan in 
charge of the prize. 

Coming forward, and speaking a few words to 
the guard, this officer quickly upset all these 
comfortable arrangements. Marching the prisoners 
aft, he ordered them below in the main hold, 
officers and all. Of Treverton he took no more 
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notice than he did of the seamen, the brief display 
of courtesy on his first coming to take possession (as 
he thought) of a privateer having soon evaporated. 

One of the sailors was allowed to go to the 
galley and prepare the usual evening meal ; and 
when this man returned with biscuit and a 
can of cocoa, the hatchway was covered over 
and fastened down over the prisoners' heads. 

* I say, Treverton, that Frenchman has been 
one too many for us,* groaned out Sturdee as the 
noise of the battening down ceased. 

A grunt of assent was all that Harry could 
bring out. Things altogether looked dishearten- 
ing ; if the officer showed such acuteness and took 
such precautions, it seemed as if a French prison 
would be the end of his wanderings, whether the 
corvette and her prize joined company or not. 

The hold had been pretty well cleared out in 
the attempt to lighten the ship during the chase, 
otherwise there would have been no room at all to 
move about in. And, as things were, it was no 
joke making the attempt in utter darkness to find 
some place where it was possible to lie down. 
Many a hasty exclamation showed how shins were 
being broken in the endeavour. 

At length, with his head on a broken packing- 
case, our adventurer — a supercargo without a cargo, 
as he styled himself in miserable jest — fell asleep, 
and in his dreams he was a prisoner no longer. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

UNDER WAY FOR A FRENCH PRISON. 

]F ever anyone woke up in the morning 
stiff and sore, Harry Treverton did so 
after his night among the packing-cases 
in the schooner s hold. 

A tiny streak of light through a crack in the 
hatchway cover showed that it was morning ; but 
there were no means of finding out what had been 
going on during the night, or whether the corvette 
was in company. By the motion of the vessel it 
could be told that she was moving through the 
water under a rather light breeze ; and that was all. 

Presently the question — how soon were they 
to be allowed on deck? — became of absorbing 
importance, far more so even than the subject of 
regaining their freedom. That could wait, but 
light and fresh air could not be dispensed with. 

Not that the hold was by any means a ' black 
hole of Calcutta,' but the atmosphere in that con- 
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fined space, where fourteen men had been shut up 
all night, had become close and stifling, and was 
getting worse every moment. 

* I cannot stand this much longer,' exclaimed 
Sturdee. * Suppose we batter upon the hatchway 
cover/ 

Not a bad thought The sailors began hammer- 
ing away with their fists, and soon the welcome 
sound of uncovering the hatchway was heard. 

Oh ! how delicious was that first draught of 
pure sweet air ! To do the Frenchmen justice, they 
seemed sorry enough for the sufferings which the 
prisoners had undergone through their inadvertence. 

The first thing Treverton did, after stepping 
on deck and taking a good long breath, was to 
glance round the horizon. Not a sail was in sight. 
The schooner was still steering south, the same 
direction as on the preceding day, but of the 
corvette there were now no signs. She must either 
have shifted her course during the night, or else 
while carrying on the chase outsailed the schooner. 

The officer in charge with an uneasy air was 
on deck, sweeping the horizon with Sturdee's glass. 
Finding no satisfaction in that, presently he went 
aloft and repeated the operation. 

Still no ' Diane.' And then, as noon came on, 
the light breeze died away, and a calm set in. 

Evening drew on slowly — ^very long hours were 
those to the prisoners — and the calm continued. 
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'A thousand to one that the corvette never 
picks us up now/ said Sturdee. * If I were that 
fellow, I should give it up, and make sail for 
France as soon as a breeze sets in.' 

That night the prisoners were separated ; partly, 
no doubt, from motives of humanity, but partly 
also — as Treverton picked up from the French 
sailors' talk — as a precautionary measure. The 
ten men of the ' Endeavour's ' crew, with the mate, 
were shut up in the fore peak, while the captain, 
with Treverton and Myles the boatswain, took up 
their old quarters in the hold. That place of 
confinement had lost its horrors now, a small 
corner piece having been cut out of the hatch for 
the sake of ventilation. 

No signs of the corvette again the following 
morning. A fresh breeze had sprung up ; and, 
casting a glance at the compass as he came on 
deck, Treverton saw that the vessel's head was 
pointing to the eastward. 

Then the enseigne de vaisseau had carried out 
Sturdee*s idea, and made sail for France ! 

It was curious to look over the bows, knowing 
that there, far ahead, lay the country in which you 
were destined to spend long years of captivity ; 
and then, gazing over the side, to watch how 
quickly the breeze was speeding you on towards 
that country. 

Treverton had exactly that feeling; but he 
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did not intend to sit still and let himself be carried 
a prisoner to France without making one good 
struggle for freedom. Neither he nor Sturdee had 
as yet been able to think out any plan ; but now 
at least they knew with what opponents they 
would have to contend — no more men could come 
on board from the corvette. 

Well, the first thing was to find out how the 
French crew managed during the night : whether 
the whole of them remained on deck, or whether 
the watch, when relieved, really went below, as is 
usual at sea. 

Seeing that the prisoners were always ordered 
off deck when it grew dark, it was difficult to form 
any idea of the arrangements. By keeping a good 
look-out on what went on, however, during the day, 
it was seen that the larger cabin, belonging to 
Captain Sturdee, was given up entirely for the use 
of the sailors, the officer in command having made 
himself comfortable in the smaller one, which 
Treverton had hitherto called his own. 

In the daytime only one or two men occasionally 
went below ; but it certainly seemed most probable 
that at night, when the prisoners were safe under 
hatches, the part of the crew which was off duty 
would be allowed to take their needful rest in the 
cabin. 

If so, there would at night-time be only six 
men to deal vath — and these possibly without 

H 
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arms — instead of twelve well-armed sailors during 
the day. 

Sturdee*s first thought had been to make a 
bold rush in broad daylight, but when he saw how 
careful the officer was about keeping all his men 
on the alert, and seeing that their arms were always 
ready, he reluctantly abandoned the idea, or rather 
kept it back as a desperate enterprise, only to be 
attempted as a last resource. 

Many a talk did he and Treverton have that 
day, calling in old Myles to their aid, but all to no 
avail. Night came, the ship was so many leagues 
nearer to France, and yet not a single idea had 
been puzzled out. 

The obstacles in the way did seem so insur- 
mountable. It was bad enough, in the first place, 
the three officers being kept apart from the men : 
for, if anything could be done, the whole com- 
bined strength of the crew would be wanted. 
Then, again, how were they to gain the deck 
unperceived by the watch ? 

That night they tried the hatchway, just as an 
experiment, pushing at it gently. There was just 
a chance that the cover might have been left 
carelessly unfastened. 

No, the hatch never moved, although Myles, a 
man of immense strength, rather rashly tried with 
all his force. The vigilance, then, of the prize 
crew was suffering no relaxation. 
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Two or three more days passed ; and, keenly 
as the officers watched, no weak point could they 
discover in their adversaries' armour, no loophole 
for escape could they find. In another week the 
schooner, if she kept clear of English cruisers, 
would be at anchor in Brest Harbour. It really 
seemed as if the desperate plan of an attack in the 
daytime would have to be tried. 

Then one night, trying to clear out a little more 
room around his hard sleeping-place, Harry put 
his hands in the dark on a packing-case which he 
found too heavy to move by his own unaided 
efforts. 

' I say, Sturdee,* he called out, ' lend me a hand 
to shift this. I wonder why it happened to be left 
here, while the rest of the heavy articles were 
thrown overboard } ' 

The captain did as he was desired, remarking 
afterwards, *I should much like to know the 
contents of this weighty packing-case.' 

' Would they be any use to us, do you think ? ' 

' I remember noticing in the manifest, "One case 
of hardware, from Birmingham." Now, my impres- 
sion is that the hardware in question means, or at 
all events includes, knives of every description, for 
which there is always a great demand in the 
colonies. And knives are just the first thing we 
want if we intend getting out of this.' 

Scarcely had Sturdee finished speaking when 
a 2 
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his companion, almost trembling with excitement, 
began in the darkness to pass his hand over the 
case. Would it be possible by any means to 
open it ? 

The chances were better than he had expected. 
The lid had been partly smashed by the fall of 
some cask or other heavy article, and with the 
help of any tool could be easily prised open. Tools 
they had none, but bits of broken iron were lying 
about. 

With one of these the lid was forced slightly 
open ; the strong fingers of the boatswain did the 
rest of the work, and Treverton, feeling with his 
hands amongst the hay in which the contents were 
carefully packed, brought up knife after knife. 

So far, so good. Thanks to Sturdee's conjecture, 
here were tools invaluable to captives. The ques- 
tion now was, how were they to be used ? 
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MYLES SHAMS SICK. 

HE first thing to be done after sufficient 
knives had been taken out — the finders 
wishing some of them had been swords 
— was to cover up and conceal all trace of the work. 

So the hay was carefully gathered up and re- 
placed, and the broken lid, as far as possible, put 
back in its old position. Fortunately, the case 
itself could not be seen by anyone standing on 
deck and looking down the hatchway; and as 
yet none of the prize crew had troublefd themselves 
to visit the hold since the prisoners had been con- 
fined there. The knives themselves were stowed 
away out of sight in a corner, ready for use when 
wanted. 

Then the three prisoners sat down to hold a 
council of war. 

' Does anyone know,* asked Sturdee, * what is 
on the other side of that after-bulkhead ? * 

The boatswain, after a minute's reflection, con- 
Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Il8 PIRATES' CREEK, 

sidered the captain's cabin must be there ; but 
Treverton rather opined that his own cabin was on 
the other side. 

'I think so too,* Sturdee replied. 'And that 
is where our friend the officer takes up his quarters. 
It is too late to do anything to-night, the chances 
are that he is already there ; but I don't see why 
we shouldn't find out to-morrow evening easily; 
and then I have a plan in my head.' 

It seemed odd to our young hero, as he thought 
about things that night before going to sleep, that, 
in his adventurous quest after buried treasures, the 
first treasure he had come across should be one of 
articles common enough in England, but more pre- 
cious under present circumstances than all the gold 
and jewels of Ind. 

The following day was passed in feverish sus- 
pense, and the usual evening order to go below 
awaited with impatience. It came at last ; and 
Treverton began to move off with such alacrity, 
that had it not been for a warning touch of the 
captain's finger, the gfuard would infallibly have 
suspected something was on foot. 

But the warning was in time, and the young 
fellow followed the captain sedately to the place of 
durance vile. 

Now Myles, besides the usual acquirements of 
a sailor, possessed another and most important one 
—he was a capital carpenter, having, in fact, at one 
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time during his service in the navy been rated 
* carpenter's crew.' 

To him, therefore, v^ras entrusted the delicate 
operation of cutting a spy-hole through the after- 
bulkhead. Waiting until the hatchway was safely 
covered over and all was dark, he felt his way aft, 
and began his work noiselessly — the officer being, 
as was known, out of the way, on deck. 

In a few minutes came a whisper through the 
darkness — 'All right, sir.' And Sturdee and 
Treverton, placing their ^y^s in turn at a small 
crevice, discovered, as they suspected they would, 
that they were looking into the small cabin appro- 
priated by the enseigne de vaisseau to his own use. 

Taking turns at their post of observation, they 
watched, until an hour or two afterwards they saw 
the officer enter the cabin and throw himself down 
undressed on the swinging cot, where he soon fell 
asleep. 

It was a tempting situation. A slight bulkhead 
alone separated the prisoners from their keeper ; 
cut through this, and he was at their mercy ! 

But it was impossible to do this without making 
at least some noise which might awake the sleeper, 
and so ruin everything. Besides which, Myles 
strongly objected to attempting such an operation 
while it was dark. 

* Only give me a little daylight,' he said, ' and 
I'll cut that bulkhead without the knife going right 
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through, so that nobody on the other side shall 
guess it has been touched/ 

But how to get that same daylight was just the 
question. 

*Well, we will puzzle it out somehow to-morrow. 
Meanwhile/ remarked Sturdee, * we may as well see 
what is on the other side of the forenjost bulkhead/ 

Now, if an opening could only be made through 
this partition into the fore peak, where the ten men 
and the mate were confined, the chances of success 
would be wonderfully improved. Myles set to 
work at once, Treverton at his side. 

* Don't be too sanguine,' whispered the captain. 
'From my knowledge of this ship I am rather 
afraid there is only a store-room on the other side, 
and that the fore peak is still farther forward/ 

A small hole was made as before, and Treverton 
tried to look through. All was dark and silent. 

After a while he ventured to call the mate's 
name gently : 'Roberts.' 

No answer, and not a sign of anyone stirring. 

It was too evident that Sturdee was right in 
his impression, and that the space on the other 
side was not the fore peak. To make sure, old 
Myles enlarged the hole — there seemed no danger 
in his doing so — until he was able to push his hand 
through the opening. 

* Well, Myles, what is there inside ? ' 

' Coils of rope, sir, so far as I can make out. 
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And some heavy things stowed away so thickly 
upon the rope that there's no moving it' 

So the hope of getting at the men in that easy 
way had to be given up. 

It was a great disappointment ; for even sup- 
posing that by some means these three succeeded 
in making their way into the cabin and securing 
the officer, that alone would do little good. To 
recapture the ship, the men somehow or other 
must be released. And how to release them was 
a puzzle. 

It was this problem that Harry Treverton set 
himself to work out when he lay down that night, 
wondering whether or no it would be the last night 
he should spend in durance ; and sleep came on 
without his having solved it. 

' I say, Myles,* said Sturdee the next morning 
before the hatchway was taken off, ' can't you be 
sick to-day ? ' 

'Yes, sir, to be sure, if so be you wishes it. 
Must I be very bad ? ' 

*Yes, very bad, so that you can't eat your 
victuals. And then perhaps, don't you see, the 
Frenchmen might kindly let you go below before 
night comes on. I only wish you could look a little 
as if you were sick.' 

* Never fear, sir, I'll look bad enough. I'll 
swallow some of the backy juice.' 

Myles, like all old sailors in those days, chewed 
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tobacco ; and for once the vile habit was likely to 
be of some service. 

Breakfast was brought up as usual for the 
prisoners, and ostentatiously refused by the boat- 
swain ; dinner at twelve o'clock in the same way, 
Myles lying down on deck with all the appearance 
of illness, and occasionally uttering a startling noise 
supposed to be intended for a groan. 

So ill did he look, that a fearful thought crossed 
the captain's mind. Perhaps in his zeal the faith- 
ful old sailor had swallowed too much of his loved 
tobacco juice. 

' Myles, you are not really very ill, are you ? * 
he inquired, kneeling at the sick man's side. 

A slow movement of the upper eyelid, bearing 
a distant resemblance — if such a thing could be 
possible — to a wink, was the sole response. But 
somehow the captain's solicitude was relieved. 

The patient's next attempt at a groan made 
such an unearthly sound, that one of the French 
sentries, coming closer, looked inquiringly at his 
face. Seizing the opportunity, Treverton pointed 
out how bad it was for Myles to be exposed to the 
rain — which was falling heavily — and begged that 
he might be allowed to go below. 

The permission was granted, after application 
to the commanding officer ; and in a few minutes, 
assisted by 5turdee, the boatswain was settled 
comfortably in the hold, 
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'Set to work at once, the officer is safe on 
deck/ whispered Sturdee as he left to rejoin the 
rest of the prisoners. 

How carefully for the next half-hour — Myles 
had said it would take him that time to do the 
work — every movement of the Frenchman was 
watched ! If he went below to the cabin, all was , 
lost : it was a terrible risk, but there was no getting 
out of it, no other means of doing what they 
wanted. 

An hour passed ; the officer had not stirred off 
the deck, and the captain once more breathed freely. 

It might be hoped now that the means of ad- 
mission into the cabin that night, or any other 
night, had been secured ; but how the men in the 
fore peak were to be released, and join their officers 
when the attempt was made, was still a puzzle. 

The mate, on being questioned, said the hatch 
was always well fastened down over their heads at 
night, as they knew from having often tried unsuc- 
cessfully to move it ; but in what way it was secured 
he could not, of course, say. 

' I can tell you, for I watched it last night 
before we went below,* said Treverton. ' The hatch 
is fastened down by an iron bar going across it, the 
turned-down end of which passes over a staple in 
the combing. Then an iron pin passed through 
the staple fixes the bar, and makes all secure.* 

* I see,' replied Sturdee. Then, after some 
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minutes' thought, he told the mate to keep his 
'weather eye open' and look out for a sudden 
summons — perhaps this coming night, but that he 
could not say for certain. Anyhow, he and the ten 
men were to be on the alert. 

* Well be ready, sir, never fear.* And the mate's 
eye brightened at the idea that there was a chance 
yet of recapturing the ship. 

For some reason unknown to the prisoners, or 
perhaps for no particular reason at all, the usual 
time of their being ordered below was that evening 
delayed a little. 

'Don't mind it,' said Sturdee, as Treverton, 
boiling over with impatience to know what Myles 
had done, was fretting about the lost time. ' All 
the better for us. I want it to be quite dark.' 

And quite dark it consequently was when the 
guards began to make the move. 

As was customary, the fore peak party went 
below first, the hatchway being closed after them, 
and the iron bar fastened carefully down. Then 
came the turn of the two officers. Sturdee, begin- 
ning to walk across the slippery deck — it was still 
raining heavily — made a false step, stumbled, and 
fell awkwardly, with his arms right across the fore 
hatchway. 

For some moments he lay still as if unable to 
rise ; Harry, fearing he was hurt, running to his 
assistance, 
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* All right ; only bruised a little/ he said at 
last, getting up and hobbling across the deck, lean- 
ing on his friend's arm. 

Was that peculiar noise to which Sturdee gave 
utterance when safely down in the main hold, with 
the hatchway covered over, a suppressed sigh of 
pain, or was it a chuckle of satisfaction ? 

Harry soon knew, for he heard these words in 
the darkness : — 

* Did I do that tumble nicely, Treverton ? 
While I was down I pulled out the pin from the 
itaple, and loosened the iron bar, so that at a slight- 
push from below, up comes the hatch.' 
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AN ESCAPE BY NIGHT. 

jJHE captain's clever tumble had cleared 
away one great difficulty — the men 
could spring on deck and join their 
leaders at any moment. Now for Myles's report. 

It was soon given. ' There's a piece of the bulk- 
head big enough for anyone to get through into 
the cabin cut so nearly through, that I warrant Til 
take it clear out without waking up the French 
gentleman.' 

He took them to the place and showed — or 
rather made them feel, for it was quite dark — how 
he had left a knife sticking in the piece, so as to 
prevent it falling and making a noise when removed. 

So all was ready. Several hours yet must pass 
before anything could be done, and the enterprise, 
which would indeed be one of life or death, begun. 
Sitting still in the darkness, Treverton tried to 
sleep, but sleep comes not at such times. 
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Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream. 

So much depended on this night's work — his 
own liberty or life, and the welfare or ruin of those 
whom he loved in Idol Lane ! Small wonder that 
his thoughts were in a whirl. 

Then, as the hours crept on, they heard the step 
of the French officer, heard him throw himself on 
the cot ; and then through the crevice they watched 
him sleeping profoundly. 

Still they waited ; until at midnight, as eight 
bells struck, they heard the watch below summoned 
on deck, and listened as the men who were relieved 
went below to the after-cabin. 

Another hour ; and with the exception of the 
drip, drip, on the deck overhead of the rain which 
still fell, and which had brought with it a dead 
calm, all was silent in the ship. Watch on deck 
and watch below might be equally asleep for any 
sounds they made. 

The time had come. One more glance through 
the crevice to assure themselves the officer was still 
sleeping. So peaceful he looked ! 

* Sturdee, we mustn't kill him. See, there's a 
smile on his face.' 

' Kill him ! No, God forbid ! We can do very 
well without that.' 

It was odd ; but, looking at the young officer 
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lying there, dreaming of mother or sister far away 
in sunny France, Treverton, in the excited fancy of 
the moment, felt almost as if he were one of a band 
of secret murderers or conspirators. 

Sturdee's words recalled him to himself. ' Now, 
Treverton, are you ready ? ' 

'All ready/ 

* Myles, you have got those pieces of rope ? ' 

* Here they are, sir,' handing some both to the 
captain and Harry. 

* Then take the piece of bulkhead out. Quietly 
nowl * 

Noiselessly the old sailor set to work. Another 
minute — ^the partition was removed, and the three 
men had passed into the cabin. 

A lamp dimly burning cast its faint light on 
the face of the sleeper; on a shelf close to his 
hand glimmered the well-known silver-mounted 
pistols. 

Scarce had the intruders stepped inside, when 
the eyes opened with a look of startled surprise, 
the hand was stretched out, the next moment the 
ship would be aroused ! 

But Sturdee, rushing forward, stifled the coming 
cry ere it could be uttered. A handkerchief forced 
into the mouth and tied tightly behind made an 
effectual gag ; while Myles and Treverton, notwith- 
standing the officer's struggles, bound him hand 
and foot, passing the lines round and round the 
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cot, until at last he lay motionless, extended out 
like a mummy. 

' A very good job that/ said Myles when all 
was finished, giving the cot whereon lay the 
powerless Frenchman a pat of approval. 

Panting with their exertions — for their oppo» 
nent, although surprised, had not given in easily — 
the captain and Treverton rested to take breath 
and consider what was next to be done. A man 
struggling fiercely is not bound without some little 
noise, even though his cry may be stifled ; and a 
few anxious moments were spent listening for any 
movement on deck. 

Come what might, they were no longer without 
arms to defend themselves. Each had taken a 
pistol ; and as for the old sailor, he had appro- 
priated the officer's own sword, and taking his 
place at the door, was evidently determined to run 
through the body the first man who approached. 

All remained quiet, however, and the exceed- 
ingly fierce look which Myles had put on had time 
to soften down. 

And now for the next step ; which must be, by 
some means or other, to join forces with the rest of 
the imprisoned crew. 

If a sudden rush were made on deck in the 
darkness by the three, it was possible — ^just pos- 
sible — armed as they were, that they might over- 
come the five men on watch. But these were no\ 

I 
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the only foes they would have to contend with : 
at the slightest sound or disturbance the other 
men, now below, would join their comrades. 

*No, it wouldn't do/ concluded Sturdee, who 
had been thinking over the pros and cons, *It 
would not do ; we shouldn't have the ghost of a 
chance/ 

Treverton, too, had been cogitating, and to 
some effect * I can manage it, Sturdee/ 

* Manage what ? ' 

*Why, to communicate with our men in the 
fore peak. So dark is it on deck, that I believe I 
can creep forward without a chance of being seen, 
unless I stumble up against some fellow. 

It was exactly in that * stumbling against some 
fellow * that the danger lay ; but there seemed no 
other way of getting at the men, and, after some 
hesitation, Sturdee consented. 

'You had better take the other pistol/ 

'Oh, no; one will be enough, and I hope I shall 
not want even that one,' said Treverton, beginning 
at once his preparations by taking off his boots. 

The situation of the French officer all this time, 
as he lay unable to move hand or foot, an unwilling 
witness of what was going on, was anything but 
pleasant. Turning his eyes from one to another 
as they spoke, it seemed as if he were trying, by 
the expression of their countenances and the tone 
of their voices, to find out what they were really 
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saying. But on seeing the youngest of the three 
with unshod feet stealing on deck up the cabin 
steps, his excitement became so great, and his 
attempts to warn his men so forcible, that had not 
Sturdee tightened the handkerchief a cry would 
have burst forth, and the ship would have been 
alarmed. 

But the cry was stopped in time, and so far all 
had gone well. 

* Myles and I will be at the cabin door, ready 
to rush out at the slightest alarm,* whispered the 
captain, as he gave Treverton's hand a sort of fare- 
well grasp. 

Then the lad, kneeling on the upper step of the 
companion ladder, put his head outside and looked 
cautiously round. In the thick darkness there were 
two gleams of light : one from the binnacle lamp, 
which (shrouded of course on the fore part) threw 
its rays on the face of a drowsy helmsman nodding 
over the useless wheel ; the other a tiny spark from 
the cigar of a man leaning over the side, farther aft 
— doubtless the coxswain of the boat, who was 
doing duty as officer of the watch. 

He was on the alert, at all events, and must be 
avoided. 

Overhead, the outlines of spars and ropes were 
blotted out by the blackness of the sky, but the 
white sails, which had been drawn up on account of 
the calm, were dimly shadowed out. Besides the 
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helmsman and the man with the cigar, not a soul 
could be seen ; probably the remainder of the watch 
were asleep somewhere under the bulwarks. 

Now was the time, before the cigar smoker 
made a move. Drawing himself clear of the com- 
panion, and creeping quietly along on hands and 
knees, he reached unnoticed the port, or opposite 
side of the ship to that on which this man was 
standing. 

Resting a moment, he put out his hand to pro- 
ceed further, but drew it back with a sudden chill 
at his heart —his fingers had touched some part of 
a man's dress ! 

Moving back a few feet, he waited. Nothing 
stirred ; but he heard — or was it fancy ) — the deep 
breathing of a man. as if asleep. Then again he 
began to make his way forward, and, passing safely 
some object that seemed to him like the white 
upturned face^of the sleeper whose clothes he had 
touched, this time he got as far as the mainmast. 

And now things looked well. The worst of the 
danger was passed. Three men of the watch he 
had escaped, two only were left ; and one of these 
probably was forward on the forecastle as a look- 
out, farther forward even than the fore peak hatch- 
way. ^ 

Hardly, as he thought thus, could he restrain 
himself from standhig up and finishing the remain- 
ing distance with a run. He did keep himself back 
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though, feeling that so many lives might depend on 
his discretion, and crept forward as before, though 
possibly with a little less caution. 

The space between the mainmast and foremast 
was safely traversed. Only a few feet more now. 
All right— his fingers, stretched forward in front, 
have touched the hatchway combing. 

Oh, horror ! His hands, as he stoops down in 
the darkness to remove the hatch, push against a 
man's face. 

With a loud shout a dark figure springs up. A 
blow is struck, and Treverton falls senseless to the 
deck. 
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HE startled cry of the French seaman 
which rang out in the darkness had 
scarce died away, when on the schooner's 
decks there arose a scene of wild confusion. 

Sturdee and Myles, who at the cabin door had 
been anxiously waiting for some sign of Treverton's 
success, sprang on deck and ran forward, guessing 
only too truly what had happened. 

Striking down two or three men of the watch 
who, scarcely knowing the cause of the outcry, 
attempted to oppose their way, they gained the 
foremost part of the ship. Here they were joined 
by the men from the fore peak, who hearing the cry, 
and thinking the attempt at recapture had begun, 
had thrust aside the loosened hatch and rushed on 
deck. 

Small time was there for delay. Already could 
Sturdee hear the watch below coming up from the 
after cabin, and the ringing noise of muskets and 
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Other arms striking the deck. Sounding high above 
the tumult his voice rang out, — 

*Now, men, are you ready? One good rush 
together, and the schooner is ours again.* 

Even as he spoke, a pistol or musket flashed 
out in the darkness. But before a second shot 
could be fired, the Englishmen with a loud cheer 
were on the quarter-deck, overpowering all before 
them. Then came the hand-to-hand struggle, the 
French sailors fighting with all the courage of 
their race. 

But so sudden and unexpected was the attack, 
so closely were they pressed, that in the darkness 
their arms gave them no advantage. A few knife- 
thrusts, a sudden cry or two of pain, and the fight 
was over. 

The schooner was recaptured; but not a 
moment was to be lost in securing the French 
sailors, who in the dark could easily slip away and 
conceal themselves. There wero lanterns in the 
cabin, and these being brought on deck, Sturdee 
made his men gather up the pistols and muskets 
thrown down by their opponents. 

Just in time was this done, several of the beaten 
men, their sudden surprise over, being, as the 
lanterns revealed, on the point of re-arming them- 
selves ; and none of these were wounded so as to 
be hors de combaty although many bore the marks 
of the iron fists of the Englishmen. 
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Unarmed, their powers of mischief were now 
over. It would be well, however, to put them out 
of the way of temptation for the future ; and for 
this purpose no place could be more suitable than 
the fore peak. 

So to the fore peak they were marched, without 
resistance ; and there — the hatchway being safely 
covered over this time— no doubt they meditated 
on the mutability of human affairs : jailers them- 
selves yesterday, prisoners to-day. 

All this time poor Treverton was not forgotten ; 
and now that the Frenchmen were safely stowed 
away under hatches, the captain went to the help 
of his supercargo, who, seated on the deck, was 
just recovering his senses. 

' You are not much hurt, my dear fellow } * 
* No, only a terrible headache. That French- 
man struck hard. One would think he must have 
mistaken his nationality, and be really a Cornish- 
man. 

*But only to think,* continued Treverton stand- 
ing up, ' that I should have made a mess of it, 
just when I fancied I had managed so cleverly ! ' 

*But, after all,' urged Sturdee, 'your gallant 
little enterprise was a real success, and the cause 
of our regaining the schooner. Don't you see, it 
was a sort of *' house that Jack built " affair. Yours 
was the hand that awoke the sailor, that uttered 
the cry, that aroused the men, that rushed up 
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on deck, and recaptured the sliip that Warden 
built; 

And that was not bad consolation for his broken 
head. 

But, oh, to be masters once more of their own 
ship, and free to move about at will! What a 
delight it seemed — just as if some horrid nightmare 
had been removed ! If it had not been for that 
aching head of his, I believe Treverton would have 
danced on the deck with joy. 

That same head made him think of the unfortu- 
nate French officer, whose sufferings since he was 
first bound must have been considerable. He 
could do no harm now, even if permitted to roam 
about at will ; the iron bar over the fore peak 
hatchway was padlocked, and the key safe in the 
captain's pocket. 

He did not seem at all pleased though, or 
grateful for being released, when he found how 
matters stood, and that the command of the 
schooner had again changed hands ; and the first 
use his tongue made when able to move was to 
utter some very bad words — at least, so they were 
described by Harry, when asked what the enseigne 
de vaisseau was saying. 

Two of the English sailors had received knife- 
wounds in the hand-to-hand struggle, but nothing 
very serious. These having been bound up, 
Treverton, overjoyed at taking possession once 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



138 PIRATES' CREEK. 

more of his own cabin, threw himself on the cot 
where lately rested the French officer, and, tired 
out with all he had done and suffered, slept 
soundly. 

How different his feelings, waking up in broad 
daylight with the sun's rays streaming down into 
the pleasant cabin, from what they had been of late 
when aroused after a night passed in his gloomy 
place of confinement ! 

Everything looked bright to our hero as he 
went on deck that morning : the fresh breeze that 
had sprung up, the white sails, the blue sky over- 
head, the water of still deeper blue sparkling in the 
sunshine— all echoed back his own happiness. The 
vessel's head was pointing towards the westward ; 
and the adventurous voyage of the ' Endeavour,' 
which but a few days ago had, to all appearances, 
been brought to an untimely end, was again 
beginning. 

The captain's face looked grave as he exchanged 
the morning greetings. 

* I am glad you are come on deck, for I wanted 
to have a talk with you.' 

* Well, say on. You look as serious as if the 
ship had sprung a leak, or a French frigate was in 
sight' 

* It is not so bad as that ; but really, when this 
easterly breeze sprang up just now, I hardly knew 
which way we ought to put the ship's head.* 
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*I don't understand. Which way should you 
put it, except her proper course ? * 

* The fact is that the mate, who has been seeing 
after the cocoa and biscuit for the men's breakfast 
and for the prisoners, reports that the Frenchmen 
have been swaying away shamefully at all the 
provisions. They must have wasted, he says, even 
more than they consumed ; and what is left is not 
nearly enough to last the voyage, considering we 
have a double number of mouths to feed.' 

* That is bad news indeed,* said Treverton after 
a minute's pause — so taken aback was he at this 
unexpected revelation ; * no wonder your face 
looked as long as the maintop bowline. What in 
the world can we do t * 

* I am afraid there is nothing for it but to run 
back to Plymouth. We might of course put the 
prisoners on short allowance, if you would like to 
do that. Even then, unless we had a first-rate 
quick passage, we should run short.* 

No, Treverton did not like the idea of the 
prisoners being on short allowance. But the 
thought of being forced back into an English port, 
and having to make a fresh start altogether, was 
scarce endurable ; it would not bear contemplation. 
And then the schooner would have to run the 
gauntlet both ways through the French privateers 
at the mouth of the Channel, with no protecting 
convoy ! 
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Truly, as he paced the deck in silence after the 
captain's bad news, sea and sky and all things 
around looked gloomier far than when that morn- 
ing he had stepped on deck, his heart overflowing 
with hope and joy. 

The report of a distant, gun brought his walk 
and his cogitations to a full stop. 



/% 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE TREASURE QUEST RENEWED. 




SAIL which had been visible from the 
deck at daylight had closed upon the 
schooner almost unnoticed ; and from 
her bows a puff of white smoke was now curling 
upwards. 

Pointing his glass at the stranger, Treverton 
made out a fine-looking brig of small size, 
beautiful proportions, and raking masts ; certainly 
not a merchant vessel, and as certainly either a 
man-of-w^ar or a privateer. 

Then came the question — French or English ? 
Devoutly he hoped the latter; he had had quite 
enough of fighting for the present, and cared for 
nothing but getting on with the voyage. 

The officer of the * Diane,* who was a prisoner 
at large, in a state of great excitement was leaning 
over the side with his eyes fixed on the brig, 
hoping of course just the contrary. 

* He don't know much,' quoth Myles the boat- 
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swain, * if he takes her for one of his own ships. 
Why, she is English all over. Any sailor can see 
that with half an eye.' 

Myles was right. The English ensign fluttered 
up to the brig's masthead ; and the enseigne de 
vaisseau, stamping his foot, turned away disgusted. 

There was no reason for distrust ; up went the 
' Endeavour's ' colours, and the vessels closed, the 
stranger lowering her boat as she hove to. 

The captain of the brig, a frank-looking young 
fellow in a semi-naval uniform, as he stepped on 
board cast a searching glance round the schooner s 
decks, as if doubtful with regard to her nationality. 

* I assure you,* he said after a few explanatory 
words from Sturdee, 'that on seeing your friend 
the Frenchman's face on coming alongside, I 
thought for the moment you were sailing under 
false colours.* 

* We have several more of the same sort of faces 
stowed away below, if you care about seeing them,* 
said Sturdee. 

Treverton now joined in the conversation, 
thinking all the while that the stranger's look 
and his west-country accent seemed wonderfully 
familiar. The story of the voyage of the ' En- 
deavour ' so far was told to the new-comer, and the 
captain in his turn spoke of the brig's cruise. 

*And a most successful cruise it has been, 
although we must put back to Plymouth now, as 
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SO many of our crew are away in prizes. Never 
privateer had such a run of luck as has followed 
the " Rachel " since the day she left her moorings 
at Ashbrook.' 

'Rachel* and 'AshbrookM The murder was 
out, then ; and the smart young privateer captain 
must be the Nicholas Pentreath whom Treverton 
had known in younger days. 

'Avery nice-looking brig that of yours/ he said 
with a smile ; ' but, if I mistake not, you are look- 
ing forward to be captain of another Rachel — a 
smarter and lovelier craft still— one of these days.' 

'And who may you be, sir, that knows my 
own affairs so well ? ' returned Nicholas, not over- 
pleased. 

' So you don't remember Harry Treverton, your 
Rachel's oldest friend almost ? * 

The privateersman cordially grasped the hand 
that was held cut ; and Harry told how at his 
visit to Ashbrook before sailing he had seen old 
Pentreath, and heard about the wedding that was 
to be. 

Nicholas was delighted at the meeting, and 
longing to know what he could do to show his 
respect and regard for * Captain ' Treverton's son — 
every naval man is a captain in a country village. 

Then the idea crossed Harry's mind that the 
good-natured commander might relieve them of 
their great difficulty. 
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* You can do us a very great service. The fact 
is, we are returning to Plymouth, being short of 
provisions — too many mouths to feed. Now, if 
you wouldn't mind relieving us of our prisoners, 
and giving us out of your stock whatever you can 
spare, we should be able to get on with our voyage.' 

'That will I, Master Harry, and gladly too,' 
answered Nicholas, his frank features lighting up 
with pleasure. 

So all that morning boats went to and fro 
between the two vessels, and in a few hours the 
' Endeavour ' was as well provided as on the day 
she left the waters of the Tamar. 

Then the prisoners were transferred to the 
brig ; and right glad were the officers of the ' En- 
deavour ' at getting rid of the trouble and respon- 
sibility of keeping them. In the privateer, with a 
larger crew all well armed, the difficulty would 
scarcely be felt. 

Sturdee, being in high good humour, as people 
generally are when having their own way, offered 
his hand in farewell as the enseigne de vaisseau was 
passing over the side ; but the Frenchman, drawing 
himself up, stepped into the boat without accepting 
the proffered token of good-will. Evidently the 
■ gross insult which he, a naval officer, had suffered 
at the hands of a merchant skipper, by being 
ignominiously bound and gagged, was neither for- 
gotten nor forgiven. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE TREASURE QUEST RENEWED, I45 

The vessels kept together in loving company 
until evening ; and when the privateer parted and 
made sail, homeward bound, for Plymouth, she 
carried with her two letters for Mr. Warden. The 
first, from Captain Sturdee, enclosed an account of 
stores and provisions received from the ' Rachel * 
of Ashbrook, and requested payment for the same 
might be made to Mr. Pentreath. 

The other letter Treverton on beginning had 
styled his report of progress ; but this as he went 
on seemed a decided misnomer. In reality they 
had made very little progress, the 'Endeavour' 
having by the force of circumstances been driven 
about in mid-ocean, until now at the time of his 
writing she was not so very far from her starting- 
point. 

However, there was a good deal to say ; they 
had been in a heavy gale, had narrowly escaped 
being run down by the protecting ship of the 
convoy, had beaten off a French privateer at night, 
had been captured by a man-of-war, had risen and 
retaken the vessel, and now, with all their wants 
supplied through the kindness of an old friend, they 
were making a fresh start. 

Oddly enough, Harry, in writing to Janet's 
father, insensibly went on to tell his story as if he 
were addressing Janet herself. So, knowing her 
fondness for adventures, he tried to make the tale 
of what were really every-day incidents of life at 
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sea in the old war-time, as interesting as he could. 
And in that he succeeded ; succeeding also in 
becoming a regular young hero in the imagination 
of the maiden of Idol Lane — all the more so, 
perhaps, because in telling his adventures he was 
sensible enough to keep himself in the background, 
and would have laughed heartily had anyone called 
him a hero. 

The privateer captain was, naturally, proud of 
his little brig, and before parting company had 
pressed Treverton to pay him a visit on board. 
Then a cup of Bordeaux, taken from one of the 
prizes, had to be drunk in honour of the future 
bride and her namesake the brig — there was a good 
deal of drinking at sea in those days. A second 
was quaffed to the success of the ' Endeavour ; ' 
and if Nicholas had had his way there would have 
been a third to the success of something or some- 
body else, but our young supercargo refused any 
more toasts, and got back to his own ship as soon 
as possible, promising as he went over the side that 
Rachel Maybank should have a wedding present 
from the West Indies. 

It almost seemed as if, on saying good-bye to 
the privateer brig, the voyagers in the ' Endeavour * 
had said farewell to any further adventures. 

Day after day went by, each day as they drew 
nearer to the tropics lovelier than the last. Strange 
sails appeared on the horizon occasionally, and 
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were neared and passed, but from none of the 
mastheads waved the tricolour of France. Undis- 
turbed by man-of-war or privateer the schooner 
pursued her peaceful course, until the region of the 

* trades ' was reached ; and then the sweet breath 
of the north-east trade blew steadily, tempering 
the sun's rays by day and driving away unwhole- 
some dews in the starry night. 

So steady was the breeze that for days there 
was no starting tack or sheet, no shortening or 
making sail. Idly lounged the sailors about the 
decks, carelessly watching the dolphin and bright- 
hued bonetta as they flashed through the sparkling 
waters ; and, idle as the sailors, Treverton leaned 
over the side thinking of the treasure of Pirates* 
Creek, and the old man in Idol Lane anxiously 
waiting the finding. 

Then the tropical heat grew more intense, the 
breeze lighter; signs these of approaching land. 

* And yet we are a long way off from any land, if 
my chronometer has not served me false/ said 
Sturdee. 

The very next morning, at daylight, a cry 
aroused the ship, * Breakers ahead ! ' and the repose 
which had so long reigned vanished in a scene of 
wild excitement. 

Sturdee's chronometer had indeed proved false 
— he vowed afterwards the Frenchman had spoiled 
it — and the schooner had a narrow escape from 
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laying her bones at the foot of the high cape which 
guards the eastern end of Hayti. 

As the vessel, answering her helm, came up to 
the wind, so close was she to the rocks that the 
spray which was tossed upwards fell back upon her 
decks. For a moment she hung motionless, and it 
seemed as if the next billow, as it rolled onward, 
would sweep her to destruction ; then again slowly 
she gathered way, and the dreaded spot was passed. 

It must be confessed that the captain's navigat- 
ing powers were at fault ; but he talked in a vague 
way about unsuspected currents, and so on, as skip- 
pers always do when their ships come to grief. 
Treverton, however, was sufficiently startled at the 
danger the ship had just escaped of coming to such 
an ignominious end, and he began from that day to 
work harder at navigation himself, determined to 
be dependent for the future neither on skipper nor 
on any other person. 

His newly acquired powers were not wanted 
just yet. For days after Hayti was left astern, 
land of some sort was never out of sight. Sailing 
lightly over a summer sea studded with islands, the 
schooner pursued her course until New Providence 
was sighted, and the anchor dropped on the white 
sandy bottom of Nassau Harbour, 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE GOAL IN SIGHT. 

HE first part of the voyage of the 'En- 
deavour ' had been achieved ; surmount- 
ing all dangers, the little West Indian 
island had been safely reached. 

An unlucky voyage indeed, had it been merely 
one for trading purposes ! The greater part of the 
cargo lay at the bottom of the sea. But what 
Harry Treverton considered the real voyage was 
only now about to begin, and every day until it 
did begin he looked upon as so much time lost. 

He took to rambling about the island while 
Sturdee was busy disposing of what little was left 
of the cargo, and refitting the schooner ; but it was 
all too tame and well cultivated to come up to his 
ideas of a real tropical island. 

True, the waters around were clear as crystal, 
and the coral sands white and pure and firm ; 
but he wanted groves of cocoa-nut palms, dense 
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forests of tall trees rendered impassable by giant 
creepers and tangled undergrowth, monster ser- 
pents, and dark mangrove swamps swarming with 
alligators. Pleasant or horrible, all these things 
would have possessed charms for Treverton, nor 
would the fascination have been rendered less 
strong even by the knowledge that the dread 

* yellow fever ' was lurking in forest or swamp. 

' Never mind, there is no reason to fret,' said 
Sturdee one day, when the young fellow had been 
confiding his taste for the horrible to his friend. 

* You may have plenty of all this before you get 
back. And Nassau, you will remember, is really 
nearly two degrees north of the tropic' 

Which thought was some consolation to Harry, 
longing for strange scenes and strange adventures. 

A well-built little town is Nassau, quite a para- 
dise to sailors after a long voyage ; and, unfortu- 
nately, abounding in 'Jack's' favourite places of 
resort — grog-shops. 

As a matter of course, the schooner's crew, who 
were on shore alternate nights, spending their 
money on the vile stuff sold at these places, fell 
sick ; two of them being sent to hospital with fever. 
A couple of weeks had been spent in harbour ; what 
cargo there was to be sold had been sold, the 
vessel was ready for sea, but these two men were 
still absent. 

'What shall we do?' inquired Sturdee; 'we 
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shall be short-handed without them, but we might 
wait another fortnight perhaps before they would 
be ready to come on board.' 

Treverton, who, in accordance with Mr. Warden's 
instructions, now held full control over the move- 
ments of the ship, decided not to linger another 
day ; the sooner they were on their way towards 
the coast of Cuba, the sooner would be their return 
with the treasure. 

* Get the anchor up to-morrow morning,' he said. 

And so, early in the morning watch, the anchor 
was weighed ; and, wafted by the last dying breath 
of the land wind, the * Endeavour ' left the harbour. 

*Ah! that's the place for me,' said a sailor, 
looking regretfully over the stern at the receding 
town. ' There's plenty to drink, and you're always 
dry.' 

Treverton, overhearing the remark, felt all the 
more pleased that he had quitted a spot endowed 
with such unfortunate attractions. 

Besides the two sick men, the mate, who had 
expressed a wish to return to England on learning 
that the vessel was about to lengthen her voyage 
for an uncertain time, had been left behind at 
Nassau, There were now, therefore, only eight 
seamen on board, making with the captain, Myles, 
and Treverton, eleven in all. 

* Four hands in each watch,' said Sturdee ; 
' I dare say we shall manage to get along someho^^ 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



1S2 PIRATES' CREEK. 

unless a hurricane turns up. And if it does — well, 
unless it pleases God Himself to save us, double 
the number of men would make no difference.* 

' Do you call this one of the hurricane months ? ' 

' Yes. We are in the last week of August ; 
and that month and the next are about the worst 
in all the year.' 

A hurricane is bad enough anywhere, but it 
seemed to Treverton as they gradually made their 
way south towards Cuba, that the Bahama banks 
would be about the worst place in all the world 
whereon to encounter one. 

As far as the eye could reach, day after day 
there stretched out islands and islets of every size 
— cayes, as they are called — some a few miles in 
extent, with cocoa palms growing down to the 
water's edge ; others mere rocks, scarce discernible 
save by the surf which dashed over them. In fine 
weather, with smooth water below and clear skies 
above, it was difficult work enough piloting a ship 
through the intricate channel separating these 
cayes. Driving before a hurricane, destruction 
would be inevitable. 

It was but a distance of some three hundred 
miles from Nassau to the spot on the chart which 
Harry had marked as the position of Puerto de los 
PirataSy but the slow progress made the passage 
seem interminable. In the morning a gentle breeze 
would spring up, continue pleasantly during the day, 
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and then towards evening, having wafted the vessel 
some thirty or forty miles on her course, die away. 

At last, after eight days' sailing over these 
dangerous seas, land was descried ahead ; no longer 
a collection of islets, but a long line of low coast 
extending as far as the eye could reach on either 
side ; and then far away in the interior a range of 
high mountains. 

It was the northern coast of Cuba. * The goal 
at length is in sight,* thought Treverton, gazing on 
the land with joyous anticipation. 

Yes, the goal might be in sight, but how to find 
the exact place which in the ancient plan was 
marked out as Pirates' Creek was a difficult ques- 
tion. Still more puzzling would be the second 
undertaking — to ascertain the precise spot wherein 
the treasure lay concealed. 

There was no occasion to trouble about that, 
however, yet : the first thing to do was to getat the 
port or creek, for, according as it was drawn in the 
plan, it seemed doubtful which of the two words 
would better describe the place. 

Now the pet chronometer, which Sturdee always 
vowed had been injured by the officer of the ' Diane,' 
had been put to rights at Nassau, and therefore 
there was little doubt, within a couple of miles or 
so, of the longitude. It seemed then as if the 
simplest plan would be to approach the island — 
which in this part ran pretty well east and west 
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— as near as possible, and then coast along until 
an opening in the land answering the description 
should come in sight. 

And here at once their difficulties began : there 
was really no getting at the land. On coming as 
close as they dared, and rather closer than they 
ought — for there were only a few feet of water under 
the keel when the schooner was hauled off a little — 
they found their further progress barred by a reef, 
or rocks, running parallel with the shore at dis- 
tances varying from one to three miles. 

On this reef, which was not continuous, but fre- 
quently broken up into small green islands like 
other cayes they had passed, the surf beat furiously. 
Between it and the shore the water was smooth and 
clear, lapping up gently on the sandy beach. Most 
tantalising was it, as the vessel moved slowly along 
the outer edge, to find no means of entrance into 
these calm waters. Small openings there were 
occasionally, but none, as far as could be made out 
from the deck, of size sufficient to admit the 
schooner, or even her boat. 

It was near noon : the breeze was dying away, 
and yet there was a long rolling swell, increasing 
every minute. The heat was stifling, notwithstand- 
ing that a queer kind of mist — through which the 
sun loomed red and lurid — tempered its actual rays. 
It seemed difficult to breathe. To Treverton there 
came a curious depressed feeling. 
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•Well, Myles, is there a storm brewing, or what ?' 

The old sailor, who, with his hand grasping the 
main shrouds, had been scanning the horizon with 
a grave look, gazed yet a few moments before 
replying. 

* Ay, sir, and more than a storm.' 

' A hurricane ?' 

'Look there, sir, to the nor'ard, right abeam. 
There's a hurricane coming out of that bank of 
storm-cloud before sundown, as sure as that is the 
coast of Cuba there. And Heaven help us ! We 
couldn't well be in a worse place than on a lee 
shore with them reefs close aboard.' 

' If only we could get inside the reefs, now, we 
should be safer.' 

* " If," sir. Yes. But there ain't no openings. 
I've sailed along this coast afore.' 

It was time the old sailor should know every- 
thing. His experience might save them, if anything 
could. 

' There is a small harbour or creek somewhere 
about here, if we could only find it ; ' and placing 
the plan in Myles' hand, Harry proceeded to 
translate for his benefit the description of the 
same, written in Spanish. 

' And how near are we to this place now, sir ? ' 
asked the boatswain, after studying the plan for a 
few minutes. 

' I can tell you that,' said Sturdee, who had 
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just come on deck after working out the position 
of the ship for twelve o'clock, * We are in latitude 
21** 2 1' N., longitude 75^ 11' W, And if ever the 
Puerto de los Piratas existed, we are close upon it 
now.* 

* This bit of yellow paper looks old, may be a 
hundred, or may be two hundred years — ^you 
gentlemen knows best,' put in Myles, in a reflect- 
ing tone of voice. *Who shall say the creek 
hasn't got silted up, or the mouth covered over 
with mud and mangroves long before now?' 

This was a very probable contingency, which 
had never struck Treverton before ; and the idea 
fell like a dash of cold water on his hopes. Look- 
ing round, too, he noticed that the reef had changed 
its character somewhat during the last mile or so. 
Instead of being of clear coral formation as at first, 
many of the islets were muddy and swampy, and 
fringed with a thick growth of mangroves. 

' Just the place for a Pirates' Creek, after all,' 
he said, ' and we have a few hours left yet for the 
search before the hurricane comes upon us. Ha ! 
what is that ? ' 

The schooner's sails flapped heavily. It had 
fallen a dead calm. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE COMING HURRICANE. 

DEAD calm. No chance now of the 
'Endeavour' getting into sheltered 
waters before the hurricane burst. 
Still there might be yet some precious hours. 
* There is no moving the schooner, sir, unless 
indeed we were to tow ; but why shouldn't we get 
a boat into the water, and have a look for this 
creek ? ' said the old sailor, fertile in resources. 

No sooner said than done. The dingy was put 
over the side ; Treverton taking his seat in the 
stern of the little boat, and Myles sculling. As 
they pulled inshore, the surface of the water was 
without a ripple, but so heavy was the ground- 
swell that on looking back the schooner's hull was 
often hidden from sight. 

Exactly opposite the ship was a low bank of 
mud, over which the surf swept continuously. 
Narrowly inspecting this bank as they pulled slowly 
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along, at length Treverton discovered what seemed 
to be a gap in the line of white foam. Might not 
this be the creek ? 

A creek it was, as they found on coming nearer ; 
but so far from being deep enough or wide enough 
to admit the schooner or any other vessel, the boat 
itself was barely able to gain entrance ; and after 
exploring the intricacies of its winding course for 
some fifty yards their farther progress was barred 
by a belt of mangroves, whose twisted stems stood 
high above the muddy water. 

No use wasting time here, when the ship was 
still in an unsheltered position, and every moment 
brought the dreaded hurricane nearer. 

Out again, and pulling over the clear blue waters. 

The next islet they coasted stood far higher 
out of the sea, and on the top cocoa palms were 
waving. Very little chance, it seemed to Treverton, 
of finding any break or harbour here ; and he 
looked rather impatiently ahead, hoping to see the 
end of this particular formation. To his intense 
disgust, however, as far as the eye could reach, no 
break could be seen. 

Hoping almost against hope, he kept on, not 
liking to give up the search, but fearing greatly 
lest at any moment the storm might burst, and 
schooner and boat be swept to destruction. 

Blacker at every moment grew the heavens, 
ore wide-spread the arch of the storm-cloud ; and 
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still no sign of the longed-for opening. He would 
try no more, but pull back and share the schooner's 
fate, whatever it might be. 

* One moment, sir,' exclaimed Myles, as Trever- 
ton was turning the boat's head round. ' There's a 
little point runs out ahead of us, and I should like 
to see what is on the other side.* 

* Pull away then. It is our last chance.' 

The point was rounded, and the explorers' 
delighted eyes rested on a gap in the reef— hidden 
before — wide enough apparently for any small- 
sized sailing ship. 

* Overboard with the lead, Myles,' said Trever- 
ton as the boat entered into the smooth waters of 
this blessed haven. * How many fathoms > ' 

'Three, sir.' Then, as the narrow passage 
opened out, the depth shoaled to two and a half. 

It would do. Pray Heaven there might be time 
for the schooner to get safely inside ! 

Turning round, they pulled vigorously for the 
* Endeavour.* A few words of explanation with the 
captain on coming alongside, and all was excite- 
ment on board. As the calm still continued, the 
only chance of reaching the inlet was by towing ; 
and, after all, the distance in a straight line was not 
much ; the time spent in the dingy had been taken 
up with examining and .exploring as they coasted 
along. 

The schooner, besides the dingy, carried one 
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good-sized boat pulling six oars. This of course 
took some time to get ready — when is a merchant- 
man's boat ever ready in an emergency ? — and then, 
when at last the boat was in the water alongside, 
more time was lost in finding the oars. 

* Give way, men, hard ! ' shouted Sturdee, who, 
with one of the crew, remained on board. 

Small need to urge men who knew that thi/ 
were rowing for their lives ! The tow-rope tautened, 
and the vessel gathering way began to move slowly 
over the waters — waters as dark now as the clouds 
overhead. 

Whether there would be time to gain the inlet, 
who could tell ? To Treverton, who in the dingy 
some little way in advance was piloting the way in, 
it seemed as if the storm was even now about to 
burst. 

Oh, how slowly the schooner moved ! and how 
rapidly the clouds were hurrying up astern ! Ha ! 
that was a little help, as a puff of wind filled her 
sails. Another, and she forges ahead so quickly 
that the boat is nearly run down. Hastily the crew 
begin to cast off the tow-rope ; a few ship's lengths 
alone separate the vessel from the inlet ; already 
the dingy has entered the passage. 

But in those few ship's lengths there lay the 
difference between safety and destruction — between 
death and life. 

Scarce had the boat cast off the ropes — not a 
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man yet had scrambled on board, when with a 
crash of thunder, and a roar of wind loud as the 
thunder itself, the long-delayed hurricane burst 
with all its fury. 

Half dazed with the sudden crash and the dark- 
ness that swooped down and hid the schooner from 
sight, for one bewildering moment Treverton 
scarce knew what had happened. Recovering 
himself, he found that, sheltered by the high land 
on each side of the inlet, the dingy, for the present 
at all events, rested in safety, while overhead the 
storm raged furiously. 

'Where is the schooner ? ' His lips formed the 
words, but amidst the roar of that tempest all other 
voices were mute. 

Then, as he looked towards the entrance of the 
passage, a flash of lightning revealed a sight at 
which he gazed in horror. 

With masts gone, her black hull half hidden by 
sheets of foam, the ' Endeavour,' a helpless wreck, 
drove past. 

For one moment he saw that sight — a picture 
graven for ever upon his memory. When next the 
lightning flashed, the angry sea alone was lighted 
up ; no longer could be seen that mastless hulk 
careering madly over the billows. 

Of the boat he saw no trace ; doubtless the 
first blast that carried away the schooner's masts 
must have overwhelmed her, and in all proba- 
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bility before a single man had been able to climb 
on board. 

Gradually the extreme darkness passed away, 
but for about two hours the violence of the storm 
if possible seemed to increase. The very land 
against which the boat had been secured seemed 
to shake, and even uprooted trees could be seen 
forced wildly along. 

Now and then an eddying gust of wind would 
rush into the passage, making it difficult for the 
boat to keep its place ; once, indeed, they were 
nearly as possible swept outside. One moment 
in that whirl of waters, and their fate would be 
decided ! 

Two hours passed — three hours ; and the two 
occupants of the boat, drenched and shivering 
(although in the tropics), felt that the fury of the 
hurricane was beginning sensibly to decrease. 
Another hour yet they waited, and then so much 
had the wind gone down that, although the strength 
was yet that of an ordinary gale, they determined 
to venture out from the sheltering passage and 
explore the inlet, creek, harbour, whatever it might 
prove to be, higher up. 

So dreadful had been the scene of the schooner 
hurrying on, as it appeared, to inevitable destruction, 
so narrow his own escape, that for a time all thought 
of the treasure was forgotten. The all-absorbing 
question — as it would a few hours ago have seemed 
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— whether or no this little inlet was Pirates' Creek, 
had to give way to the more important necessities 
of present rest and shelter. 

Following up the little passage, the explorers 
found that at the inner end it broadened out into a 
sheet of water; the surface of which, no longer 
sheltered by the high land, was ruffled by the force 
of the wind into miniature billows. Opposite lay 
a wide expanse of thickly wooded country, inter- 
spersed with bits of verdure — a very picture, doubt- 
less, of loveliness when once the still frowning. skies 
should clear. 

But how to gain this pleasant country ? Encir- 
cling the shore of the lakelet, save at the higher 
land at the entrance, grew a thick belt of man- 
groves, as in the former creek they had ascended, 
effectually stopping all hopes of landing. And if 
they were unable altogether to reach the mainland 
of Cuba, what were the tvy^o men to do in that little 
boat without food or drink — and how long would 
they survive ? 

As these thoughts passed through Treverton's 
mind, the fate of those poor fellows in the schooner, 
overwhelmed by death probably in a moment, 
seemed almost preferable. 

The old boatswain, who meanwhile had been 
resting on his sculls, looked almost as grave as his 
officer. 
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' I don't see how we are to get on shore through 
them mangroves, sir.' 

' Well, it is no use giving in without a trial ; 
suppose you pull close in, and we will have a good 
look round/ 

Sculling slowly along, and stopping at every 
spot where the interlacing mangroves seemed to 
open out a little, they proceeded without success, 
until about half the circuit had been made. 

Treverton's heart began to sink within him at 
the continual sight of these horrible tangled roots, 
and the fetid mud out of which they sprang. 
Still he went on ; and then 

Then he was rewarded. The fringe of vege- 
tation was not continuous ; a narrow creek, the 
mouth of which had been concealed by a projecting 
mass of mangroves, presented itself. Entering at 
once, he guided the boat along the tortuous lane of 
water. 

Gradually, as he went on, the character of the 
creek changed, and soon on either side in place of 
mud and mangroves there rose banks of firm ground, 
edged with sand and backed with groves of cocoa 
palms. A little farther on, and the water, which 
near the swamp had been dark brown, became clear, 
showing through its depths fishes of strange shapes 
and bright hues, swimming above the pebbly 
bottom. 

Still, though longing to throw himself for rest 
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beneath the cocoa palms and quench his thirst 
with their milk, he followed the course of the creek, 
determined to explore its windings to their source. 

Then rounding a little point, the stream grew 
narrower — although still of sufficient width for the 
passage of any small craft — and the bank on the 
left hand, which hitherto, like the one opposite, had 
shelved gradually to the water, became perpen- 
dicular, rising straight from the surface about six 
or eight feet. 

Staring at the bank with a surprised look, the 
old sailor rested on his sculls. 

* Why, sir, that seems for all the v/orld as if 
some time or other it had been a wharf for a ship 
to lie alongside ! ' 
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CHAPTER XXL 

PUERTO DE LOS PIRATAS. 

OTIONING the old sailor to scull the 
boat closer to the creek side, Treverton 
sprang on shore. 
That the perpendicular part of the bank had 
been intended as a wharf was soon beyond doubt. 
One piece had crumbled to the water's edge, 
through age and weight, exposing the stones and 
bricks which had been used in building it up. A 
surer token yet was visible of man's former pre- 
sence, in a decayed post with a rusty chain still 
attached, which had fallen to the ground. 

Farther in the rear some irregular heaps, with 
here and there a bit of a wall left standing, but all 
covered with the dense vegetation of the tropics, 
showed traces of former habitation. These old 
ruins, wherein no doubt lurked many a venomous 
serpent or unclean thing, Treverton cared not just 
then to examine. Calling Myles out of the boat, 
he began an exploration for food and water. 
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The storm had blown itself out ; overhead the 
sky was clear ; but sunset was coming on, and 
sunset in that latitude meant darkness with no 
intervening twilight. Little tim^ therefore, had 
they to spare for the search. 

Now Treverton, in his thirst, had tasted the 
water of the creek, but, although clear, it was too 
brackish to be drinkable except in case of necessity. 
It seemed very unlikely that the frequenters of the 
ruined settlement would have rested content with 
such fluid ; and soon the grateful sound of tinkling 
Water rising in the still evening air — more still than 
usual seemed the atmosphere after the roar of the 
hurricane — showed that the surmise was true. 

Guided by the sound, the explorers quenched 
their thirst at a spot where the bubbling stream 
poured its crystal waters into a stone basin — a basin 
now covered over with a tangled mass of creepers 
and water plants. All this could be cleared away 
to-morrow. Food, and some kind of shelter under 
which they could pass the night, were the pressing 
wants of the moment. 

Not far from the little reservoir was a grove of 
trees, possibly cocoa palms. Hurrying there with 
all speed, dreading the darkness, they found — not, 
indeed, those trees, but graceful bananas with their 
crown of huge leaves, and, dangling beneath, large 
bunches of golden fruit. 

A real find, this ! And better supper never man 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



1 68 PIRATES' CREEK. 

made than was eaten that night by those belated 
wanderers beneath the banana palms. Then, regu- 
larly dead beat, Harry lay down, and was asleep 
almost before his prayer of gratitude for his won- 
derful preservation had come to an end. 

That was all very well for a young fellow like 
Harry, but an old hand like Myles was not going to 
take things quite so easily. He knew better than 
to sleep in a wild place like that without making a 
fire to keep off any wandering creatures of darkness. 

An old sailor is never at a loss for resources. 
The writer of this story remembers an officer, on 
his return from the recent war in Egypt, telling 
how, after he and his regiment had been fighting 
all day at Kassassin with nothing to eat, he 
wandered towards a tent occupied by a party of 
blue-jackets from the fleet. From this tent 
savoury fumes were issuing. 

* Come inside, sir,' said Jack, espying the hungry 
officer. 

Hungry officer entered, and joined a merry 
circle feasting on ducks, fowls, and even a "sheep 
roasted whole. Whence all these luxuries had 
been procured he forbore to inquire ; why should 
he ask impertinent questions of his hospitable 
entertainers ? 

One peculiarity only he did notice. The 
creatures, both sheep and fowls, had been cooked 
without the previous preparation generally deemed 
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essential. * Oh, weVe no time for that, sir ! ' was 
Jack's explanation. * We throws them on the fire 
just as they are.* 

It did not take Myles long to collect materials 
for a good fire. Plenty of branches and bits of 
wood were lying about, and it was easy work with 
his cutlass to get more if more were wanted. 

The pile of wood was at length completed ; now, 
then, for the light. Had these adventures happened 
in modern times, how easy that would have been 
managed by the box of matches every smoker 
carries in his pocket ! But in those days — days far 
back when the name of Buonaparte was used as 
a spell wherewith to frighten naughty children- 
matches were not, save indeed the wooden contriv- 
ances tipped with sulphur, by means of which, after 
chasing the sparks in the tinder-box for a quarter 
of an hour, more or less, a light might eventually 
be obtained 

Well, with all his forethought, the old boatswain 
could scarcely be expected to carry flint, steel, and 
tinder-box about with him. There was a substi- 
tute ready, however, in Treverton's pistols, which of 
course were of the old flint-lock pattern ; and Myles, 
without waking their owner, drew one from his belt 

Soon the watch-fire burnt up cheerily, and then 
Myles, having made all comfortable for the night, 
lay down beside his officer. 

Long and soundly did Harry sleep, but although 
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the thick canopy of banana leaves had preserved 
him from the night dews and the blinding rays of 
the tropical moon, he awoke shivering and unre- 
freshed in the chill air of early morn. 

Oh, for a cup of hot coffee ! Bananas and 
water had been very well for supper last night, but 
bananas and water again for breakfast — toujours 
banana — rather palled on his taste. 

Myles apparently had been thinking of the 
same thing, returning after a short tour of explora- 
tion with a bunch of plantains and a large green 
fruit in his hand, both of which he covered over 
with the burning ashes. 

' Bread-fruit, sir,* he answered in reply to Tre- 
verton*s inquiry. *And as for baked plantains, 
they beats hot rolls all to nothing.* 

And so thought Harry when the fruits were 
taken from the embers. Hot coffee of course had 
to be done without Milk also there was none, 
although later on he enjoyed many a delicious 
draught from the young cocoa-nuts. 

All immediate danger was now passed. Saved 
from the fate which had overwhelmed so many of 
his companions, he had found a safe refuge : and 
this refuge, instead of being a barren, desolate spot, 
whereon after lingering a few days starvation would 
have ended his sufferings, was planted with all 
manner of pleasant fruits, legacies from the settlers 
who in days gone by frequented the place. 
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Yes, he had indeed reason to be grateful. And 
then — surely this must be the very creek of which 
he was in search ! 

Spreading out once more the worn piece of 
paper, with eager eyes he examined the plan. 
Faint as the lines were, still it was easy to trace in 
them, as it seemed now, the narrow entrance from 
the sea, then the piece of water which they had 
crossed, and then the narrow and winding creek 
leading up from the mangroves towards the ruined 
settlement. 

With a bolder pen the draughtsman's hand — 
hand and pen so long ago crumbled to dust — had 
marked out the wharf and the buildings ; and even 
the reservoir of water was shown by a tiny circle. 

At least, so it all seemed to Treverton's fancy. 
He would soon make sure. 

• Myles, take another look at the plan, and tell 
me what you think of it.' 

A very short glance was enough for the old 
sailor. ' We have hit upon the very place, sir, sure 
enough.' 

There was no longer room for doubt ; so far he 
had been successful. The Puerto de los PirataSy 
the first object of his adventurous voyage, had been 
discovered. 

In the happiness of that moment the difficulties 
and perils yet to come were forgotten, or, if not 
forgotten, were looked forward to without fear. 
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How the treasure was to be found ; and how, when 
found, it was to be carried away to England — ^well, 
all that would come right in due time. The first 
step had been taken, and why should not the second 
and the third follow ? 

Now on the plan, as Treverton sat poring over 
it, there were to be seen in some parts marks like 
small crosses. Was it not just possible that these 
might be secret signs indicating the spots where 
treasure lay concealed 1 That the places were 
marked in some way or other he felt convinced, 
and it would be well to try the crosses first. 

It was easy enough to find the position, at all 
events within half a dozen yards, of one of these 
places. Anything but easy, however, as it turned 
out, with the only tools they had — Myles's cutlass 
and their knives — to clear away the thick ' bush ' 
with which it was overgrown. 

An hour passed, the old sailor toiling manfully 
under a burning sun, and yet the work seemed not 
half done. 

* I will take a spell now with the cutlass,* said 
Treverton. 

' Beg your pardon, sir, but instead of wasting 
our time over this — leastways, I don't mean to 
say it's exactly waste of time, only as to hunt out 
and clear away all these spots will, be a pretty 
long job, won't it be better first to look out for 
some hut or place where we can live and sleep ?' 
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Myles was right, it would be a long job ; and 
the sooner some more comfortable shelter than the 
banana grove was found or put up, the better. 

Soft-wooded trees and canes were plentiful, and 
a hut of some kind, after a good deal o labour, 
could, no doubt, be run up ;^ but it was just possible 
there might be something left standing amongst 
the ruins that would save all this time and trouble. 

So, keeping a bright look-out for snakes, they 
began a close examination. 

Of the two or three larger constructigns, whether 
intended for dwelling-houses or store-rooms, nothing 
was left that could in any way be of use ; 
but a little farther away from the bank of the 
creek Treverton came upon the remains of a small 
roofless building that seemed worth clearing out. 

Calling Myles, he set to work, a loud hiss 
giving notice of their entrance being disputed by an 
old inhabitant. A blow from the cutlass, and the 
angry remonstrances were silenced for ever, Tre- 
verton scarcely thinking it advisable, before killing 
the serpent, to ascertain whether or not he were 
venomous. 

In a couple of hours a good clearance had been 
made, and then it was altogether too hot to work 
any more until the afternoon. The sea breeze 
somehow had forgotten to blow that day, and not 
a breath of wind was stirring. 
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THE DESERTED SETTLEMENT. 




OT at all a bad place for shelter this, 
sir,* said Myles, 

A place for shelter is generally sup- 
posed to have some kind of roof, but barring this 
trifling particular — the little building being open 
to the sky — ^very likely the boatswain was right. 

The enclosure, about sixteen feet by eight, con- 
sisted of one narrow room only. There were four 
walls in tolerable repair, and an opening where in 
former days the door had been fixed — a door which 
had long ago bidden good-bye to its hinges. 

In clearing away the interior, and removing 
the inequalities of the earthen flooring, our two 
adventurers had come across several 'curios,' as 
Myles called them. There were three or four old 
swords, some queer-looking old-fashioned muskets 
and pistols, with barrels loosened and rusty ; but, 
better than all these, in one corner they picked up 
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an ancient reaping-hook, which no doubt had once 
been useful in cutting down *bush/ and with a 
little putting to rights could do good service still 
in that way, and a spade, with the handle formed of 
some good hard wood — still in its proper place. 

It seemed likely, on the whole, that the little 
detached building had been intended as a store- 
room for arms or tools. 

* Now that's what I call ship-shape, sir,* re- 
marked Myles, surveying his work with great 
satisfaction. Not a scrap of vegetation remained 
inside, and the floor was smooth and even. 

* But the roof } * mildly suggested his officer. 

* The roof, sir ? Oh, that is a mere nothing. 
Well manage that in a couple of hours with palm 
leaves. I picked that up on the West Coast.' 

' In Africa ? ' 

' Yes, I belonged to a Bristol brig once, on a 
slaving adventure to the Coast ; and the barracoons, 
where the chiefs used to keep the poor fellows, 
were all palm-leaf roofed ; so were the huts, for the 
matter of that.* 

It was some minutes before the old sailor again 
spoke ; and when he did, he seemed rather excited. 

'No, I told the captain I never would sail 
again on a slaving voyage, and I never will. 
Why, sir, he stowed three hundred blacks away 
below, and only two hundred of them ever came 
on deck again alive ! ' 
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' " Let 'em come up," says I, and the mate too, 
for he didn't like the goings on any more than I 
did. " If you don't, half of them will die." 

' " All the better if they do," says he. " The rest 
will fetch a higher price." * 

It is some comfort to reflect that in three years 
from the time when the boatswain was telling his 
story, the slave trade, as far as England was 
concerned, was abolished ; and no longer could 
these horrors be perpetrated under the British flag. 

Now, then, for the roof. Palm branches enough 
were soon cut, but the work proved more difficult 
than Myles had imagined. Sunset came on before 
the roof was half covered, and a second night had 
to be spent under the bananas. 

Very deadly are these nights in the open air 
ashore in the tropics. Treverton, as he awoke on 
the second morning shivering and feverish, felt 
that a few more like the last two, and the quest of 
the buried treasure would be over. In the deserted 
Puerto de los Piratas there would be his grave. 

There was not a bit of work in him that day ; 
all he could do was to lie under the shade of a 
big cotton tree, and watch Myles steadily getting 
on with the roofing. 

It was finished by the evening ; and plenty of 
soft leaves and litter having been spread down at 
the upper end, Harry at once took possession of 
The Hut, as he named his new home, Myles fixing 
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his quarters nearer the door. A capital enterprise 
this turned out : on awaking after that first night 
'indoors/ shivering and fever had taken their de- 
parture. 

The first sight that greeted Treverton's eyes 
that morning was the old sailor standing at the 
door of The Hut, with several fine fish dangling 
from his hand. 

* I thought you wouldn't mind my having the 
dingy and trying my luck, sir. I had been fish- 
ing over the schooner's side that day when you 
ordered me into the boat, and so I took the line 
with me. The water's just swarming with 'em.' 

' Bravo, Myles ! But what are those other things 
you have got } They look like oysters.' 

* And oysters they are, sir ; queer-shaped 
things, but not at all bad eating. I pulled them 
off the mangrove stems ; we used to see lots of 
them growing like that on the West Coast.' 

* Mangrove stems are poisonous. I am sure 
you had better not eat those nasty-looking things.' 

Nasty-looking or not, the old sailor preferred 
his own experience to his officers book-learning. 
He ate the oysters, and felt none the worse for 
them. 

With as much fish as they cared for catching, 
with tropical fruit in profusion, with pure water to 
drink, and a hut for shelter, truly our adventurers* 
wants were well supplied. But were ever cast- 

M 
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aways properly thankful? As for Treverton, no 
sooner had he found how comfortably he could 
exist in the ruined settlement than he began to 
worry himself with devising plans for getting 
away — always, of course, after a successful search 
had been made for the treasure. Myles, perhaps, 
was more contented to remain on, and enjoy the 
good things provided for them at Pirates* Creek ; 
but even his imagination had been fired with the 
idea of hidden stores of untold gold. 

Disappointed with the poor * find ' at The Hut — 
although in their circumstances the old spade was 
worth far more than its weight in gold — in his 

restless activity Myles wanted to set to work at 
once clearing out the other ruins. 

Treverton, although thinking the places marked 
with a cross on the plan offered a better chance, 

gave way to his follower's wish. It did not matter 

much which they tried first ; there was plenty of 

time, unfortunately, before them. 

' All right, Myles ; we will try what remains 

of the ruined buildings first. I believe you expect 

to find an Aladdin's cave in each one of them, full 

of glittering jewels and gold.' 

So to work they went; and after two days' 

labour a tolerably large space was cleared out ; 

but, as before, the dangerous spark in the eyes of 

a snake was the only glitter, the sheen on its scales 

the only gold. 
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Not even a rusty sword was picked up in this 
enclosure, which had evidently been ^msed as a 
dwelling-house. There were the remains of a fire- 
place, but the walls — of which three only could be 
traced — were far thinner than those of The Hut, 
and had crumbled in some parts to within a few feet 
of the ground. 

No Aladdin's cave this, certainly ! But the big 
fireplace against the wall was a capital find. 
Hitherto the fire had been made in the open, 
liable to die out or be blown away by gusts of 
wind at any time ; which, as the sole powder they 
had for re-lighting was the small stock in Trever- 
ton's flask, was awkward. Now Myles proceeded 
to build up a fire scientifically, warranted not to go 
out — at least not for very many hours. True, that in 
the event of heavy rain his skill would prove of no 
avail, the vault of heaven being the only roof, but 
for that there was no help. 

As so much had been done, it seemed to 
Treverton just as well that they should continue 
the work and make a clearance of the rank vege- 
tation, not only inside but also outside the few 
walls that were left. It only harboured snakes 
and other vermin, and the place would be more 
healtliy and pleasant when the ground was 
clear. 

It was while this work was going on that 
Treverton, whp had been spending an hour in 

M 2 
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fishing, on his return found his companion in a 
state of high excitement. 

* Come here, sir ! * he cried, waving the curved 
hook with which he had been working over his 
head. * I have found something.* 

Catching a good deal of the excitement, Harry 
ran to the spot 

* That's it, sir ; the point of my hook stuck in 
the lid while I was cutting down all these creepers.' 

An oblong oaken coffer, black with age, but to 
all appearances sound and undecayed, was lying on 
the ground, placed close against a fragment of a wall. 
It was a sight that made our young adventurer's 
heart beat. Could it be that he saw before him the 
first of the longed-for treasure-chests } 

A quantity of matted undergrowth clinging 
round the sides had yet to be removed. It was 
cleared at last ; now, then, for the lid. 

The first trial was by hand ; but the chest, 
although not locked, stoutly refused to be opened. 
The lid of course might be broken up, but with 
such hard wood it would be a long time in 
doing. 

* Never mind, sir, we'll do it this way,' said Myles, 
forcing the spade between the sides and the lid at 
one end, and the cutlass at the other. 

A few trials in this way, and the lid, swollen as 
it was by a century or more of damp and exposure, 
\ ielded. 
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Stooping down with eager eyes to the open 
coffer, Treverton saw — not gold or glittering gems, 
but ancient arms, pistols, swords, and musketoons, 
in various stages of rust and decay. 

In fact, they had hunted for a treasure coffer, 
and found an arm-chest ! 

Rather blank did our adventurer's face look 
when he raised it again, but happily — 

* Hope springs eternal in the human breast,* 

and from the very disappointment the next 
minute he drew consolation. If a stock of arms, 
valuable as these must have been at the time, had 
been left for some unknown cause in the pirates' 
haunt untouched, it seemed quite reasonable to 
suppose that there might be stores of other costly 
articles and gold still remaining. 

Myles apparently took the same view of the 
case : — 

' Never mind, sir ; better luck next time/ 



i^%i^:;f^^ 
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TREVERTON EXPLORES THE LAGOON. 

HERE ain't no treasures here, sir.' 

This was Myles*s rather dolorous re- 
mark when, after nearly a fortnight's 
hard work, the dense growth of tropic vegetation 
that filled the enclosures, and clung on to the 
crumbling walls of the pirates' haunt, had been 
cleared away. 

Carefully, too, had every foot of the cleared 
ground been tested; but no hollow sound gave 
sign of excavations — all seemed solid. 

The old sailor was right so far. There were no 
treasures here. 

Well, the next places to be tried were those 
which were marked with a cross on the plan ; and 
on one of these, where a beginning had been 
already made, they set to work. 

This was in the open, clear of all the ruined 
walls ; and, as soon as the vegetation had been 
got rid of, Myles began to dig. 
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That the ground in this place had at some 
former time been disturbed was clear ; but after a 
few feet had been dug, the explorers stopped, and 
in silence filled in the earth again. 

It was a grave they had been opening. 

Of course, after this discovery of the meaning 
of the little crosses, Harry wondered why the idea 
had not struck him before. The chance of find- 
ing the secret store seemed to be growing fainter 
every day. Puzzle as he would over the plan, he 
could find no clue ; it had brought him as far as 
the ruined settlement, and there it had left him 
without further guidance. 

Now that the bits of old walls stood out clear 
of trees and undergrowth, he could, by comparing 
their position with the plan, trace pretty accurately 
the sites where the old houses stood. The hut 
where he and Myles had taken up their quarters, 
for some unknown reason — possibly because the 
walls were thicker — was drawn in much bolder 
lines than the other buildings ; otherwise there 
was no distinctive mark to draw attention to one 
more than another. 

Other marks there were none. ^ Reluctantly he 
came to the conclusion that the chart which was to 
guide him on his treasure quest could be of no 
longer use; the ancient bit of paper might be 
folded up and put away. 

Days passed into weeks, weeks lengthened out 
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into months; November had come, and brought 
no change to the two weary sojourners in Pirates' 
Creek. 

Treverton by degrees had given up all idea of 
finding the treasure ; indeed, he began to lose faith 
in its existence, and felt that the sooner his uncle 
was disabused of false hopes, the better chance 
would there be for the great house of Warden 
Brothers to devise other means of maintaining its 
integrity. 

Another reason there was for wishing to leave 
the ruined settlement. The climate was beginning 
to tell on the health of the old sailor. He seemed 
to be growing weaker each day, and it needed no 
great skill as a physician to foretell that unless he 
left the place shortly he would never leave at all — 
another cross might be added to the plan. 

But how to get away ? If the dingy had not 
been so wretchedly small, so as to be able to carry 
scarcely anything but their two selves, he would 
have loaded her with yams and fruit in the way of 
provisions ; and, although the only sail they could 
hoist would be a shirt, would have attempted to 
reach Jamaica. Rounding the easternmost end of 
Cuba, it was but a run of some hundred and eighty 
miles, he fancied. 

As it was, that desperate scheme would have 
to be tried as a last chance, if none other turned 
up. Meantime, scarcely a day passed without 
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Treverton sculling the dingy across the little man- 
grove-bordered sheet of water and through the 
inlet to its mouth. There he would spend hours 
breathing the fresh sea breezes, and watching for 
the coming sail — the sail that never came. 

Over his little domain he had rambled until, as 
he thought, every foot of it was familiar. There 
was nothing like a hill on the whole expanse — 
which might be about a couple of miles in diameter 
— but by climbing a tree he had been able to get a 
capital view in every direction. 

The place was really an island, separated from 
the mainland of Cuba by a broad, and probably 
impassable, mangrove swamp. The low buildings 
of the settlement were completely hidden by the 
luxuriant growth of vegetation ; and altogether a 
spot more adapted for the resort of lawless men — 
where they might revel unsuspectedly in the enjoy- 
ment of their ill-gotten gains — could scarcely be 
imagined. 

Now, although, as Treverton imagined, he had 
at different times explored the whole island, he had 
never actually followed the course of the stream 
past the little wharf to where, as was probable, its 
waters were lost in this swamp. So one morning — 
it was in the second week of November — he re- 
solved to have a cruise in that direction. It was 
the last opportunity he would have ; he had made 
up his mind to attempt the passage to Jamaica, 
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regardless alike of the perils of starvation, and the 
risk of being seen by French privateer or cruiser. 

In a very short time it was plain how mistaken 
he had been in supposing he knew every foot of 
his territory. A creek branched up to the left, 
dark and gloomy, hidden from sight before by 
overbranching foliage. 

A dozen yards up this little tributary ; and 
then, blocking its narrow width, the remains of a 
sunken vessel came in sight, the water lapping the 
rotten and blackened timbers. On the bank were 
one or two ruined sheds with the roofs fallen in. 
It was a picture of desolation. 

Making his boat fast, and landing, Treverton 
hastened towards the nearest shed. A rusty car- 
penter's adze was lying on the ground ; plainly the 
creek had been utilised for docking and repairing 
purposes. 

Reaching the shed, he started back. Was that 
a man lying huddled up outside the ruined wall ? 

Stooping down and overcoming his repugnance, 
he saw the clothes covering the dust of what had^ 
in years gone by, been a man. They were sailor's 
garments, and beside them on the ground there 
lay a chisel and other tools. 

Could these be the remains of one of the men 
who originally made the island their resort ? And 
if so, how could he have been left there to die a 
solitary death ? 
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To Treverton's mind this solution did not ap- 
pear probable. Besides, the supposition was that 
the whole of the pirates had sunk with their vessel 
in a gale of wind, leaving their treasures untouched. 
It seemed far more likely that the poor fellow he 
saw before him was some shipwrecked sailor who, 
as his only chance of escape, had attempted the 
impossible task of trying to make the sunken 
vessel — it was hardly larger than a man-of-war's 
launch — fit for sea ; and, worn out by fatigfue or 
wasted by fever, had perished in the attempt. 

Whichever it might have been, Treverton, sad- 
dened by the sight, waited no longer to explore 
the gloomy and weird-like recesses of the creek. 
Hurrying down to the boat, a few strokes brought 
him to the entrance, and once more the bright sun- 
light shone upon him. 

Looking back into the dark arch formed by the 
overhanging branches, he wished he had never 
made the discovery of the creek, and of what had 
for so long time rested there. Having made it, 
the duty of giving those poor remains some kind 
of burial could not be shirked, and a second visit 
would have to be made for that purpose in com- 
pany with Myles. 

Not just then, however. There was something 
ghost-like about the place, and to enter it twice in 
one day would be rather too much. The unpleasant 
duty might be put off until to-morrow. 
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And that to-morrow never came. 

On getting once more into the stream, Trever- 
ton felt much inclined to return at once to The Hut ; 
he seemed to have had enough of exploring for the 
day. After hesitating a bit, however, he decided 
to go on, and see how far the water would take him. 

Soon the character of the stream changed again, 
the banks through which it pursued its tortuous 
course became lower and more swampy, and the 
water itself lost its clearness. On he went, until the 
stream widened out into a shallow creek or lagoon, 
surrounded by an impenetrable net of mangrove 
roots. 

He had entered the immense swamp which, as 
he had observed when viewing his domain from 
the advantage post of a high tree, shut out the 
island from the mainland of Cuba. 

It was noon. With sickening heat the sun 
poured down its rays on the still, dark pool ; and 
far as the eye could reach there was nothing but a 
dense thicket of mangroves, with their dark green 
leaves above the surface, and below their thousands 
of interlacing roots arching down into the mud and 
water. 

Surely he had seen enough ; it was time to 
come back now ? 

No ; some fate drew him along. The creek 
ended, as it seemed, not very far off; he would go 
to the end and then return, 
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Stirring up the soft black mud with every 
stroke of the sculls, he passed slowly along — the 
only sound that disturbed the silence being the 
* flop ' of a large alligator scuttling into the water — 
until he reached the supposed end. But it was no 
end at all ; the creek narrowing took a sudden turn 
and again flowed on ; or, rather, the stagnant lane 
of water — for there was no ' flowing * — could still 
be traced out. 

So little space was there now whereon the 
dingy could float, that the sculls touched the man- 
groves on either side. Soon it became so con- 
fined that to row was impossible ; the boat could 
only be poled along. 

Then he came to a place where at last it 
appeared as if he must stop. The dark vegetation, 
which had been gradually closing in on each side, 
now completely arched overhead, shutting out the 
sun*s rays. 

But Treverton's curiosity and his passion for 
exploring were now thoroughly aroused. There 
seemed yet water enough to float the dingy — the 
mud itself at the bottom was scarcely thicker than 
water. Seizing the nearest branch, the next 
moment he had entered the gloomy recess. 

Keeping always where it seemed least shallow — 
for there was still a little lane of water to be made 
out winding among the rcots— our adventurer pro. 
grossed slowly, now drawing and now push ing the 
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boat along, until from sheer fatigue he had to 
pause and sit down for a rest. 

The next minute, overcome with exertion and 
the close, stifling heat of the swamps, where, although 
sheltered from the sun's rays, the air seemed too 
stagnant to breathe, he was falling asleep. 

It was but for a moment. Awaking with a 
start, he jumped up. Then there fell upon him a 
horrible fear. 
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N the gloom of that vast swamp, closed in 
as he was on every side by the tangled 
U roots of the foul trees stretching out, as 
in some hideous dream, in interminable vistas, there 
came to Treverton's mind, as he opened his eyes 
after that one brief moment of unconsciousness, 
the dreadful thought — should he ever be able to 
make his way out ? 

Once the clue of that little lane of water he had 
hitherto followed was lost, and he himself was also 
lost ! Vainly would he attempt to find an outlet 
through that slime and mud ; and when night 
came 

But the Idea of passing the hours of darkness 
in the swamp, amid the unclean creatures that 
would then issue forth from its slimy recesses, was 
altogether too horrible ; he would not think of it, 
A very little way farther he would go, and then, if 
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he found no outlet on the land side, he would at 
once return. 

Sticking thus to his original intentions, he 
forced the little dingy along that narrow track for 
another quarter of an hour. Then, suddenly, a 
dazzling gleam of sunshine half blinded him, and 
the boat came out into open water. 

Right bravely had he struggled through that 
noisome swamp, and now as he gazed on the 
beautiful country, separated from him only by a 
few yards of clear water, he felt rewarded. 

Of course he must land and explore a little, but 
before doing so he bethought him of making sure 
his retreat. 

So closely did the mangroves grow that, on 
looking back, the place whence he emerged could 
scarcely be distinguished. It was easily to be 
understood now how the pirates' haunt had re- 
mained safe and undetected from the land side, 
behind such an apparently impenetrable swamp. 

Clearing away a few of the branches, and 
bending one or two others down, Treverton marked 
the particular spot in a manner .which, although 
understood by himself, would not attract the atten- 
tion of other eyes ; and then sculled across towards 
the bank. 

It was delicious to tread once more the smooth 
firm sward after traversing that hideous swamp; 
and Harry as he sprang on shore felt like a school- 
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boy out for a holiday, or a midshipman on leave. 
Before he had gone a couple of dozen yards, how- 
ever, he remembered that Cuba was almost an 
enemy's country, and it behoved him to keep a 
pretty sharp look-out. 

Another thing, too ; he had run up his boat on 
the open shore, in full view of anyone passing. 
Supposing there were any inhabitants about that 
part of the coast, and they were to take possession 
of it, how was he then to find his way back to 
Pirates' Creek ? 

If he wanted to take a little cruise on shore 
before returning, the boat must be put somewhere 
out of sight ; that was certain. Fortunately there 
was not much difficulty in the matter ; a clump of 
thick bushes growing down to the water, and over- . 
hanging its edge, formed a capital place for con- 
cealment. Thither he drew the dingy, and, making 
the painter fast to a branch, left her completely 
hidden. 

Then he started off for a walk towards the 
interior, foolishly enough, for the tropical sun was 
flaming high overhead, and scarcely had he walked 
a couple of dozen yards in the hot still air ere he 
began to feel dizzy. Never mind ; there was a 
small wood not far off, he could get shelter there. 

The country was overgrown with ' bush ; ' yet 
even to his inexperienced eye it bore marks of 
former cultivation. Soon he came to some ruined 

N 
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buildings and outhouses, with large boilers, rusting 
with age, lying on the ground. Evidently he was 
treading the fields of a neglected sugar plantation, 
very possibly the one belonging in old days to Mr. 
Warden's Spanish wife. 

It was far too hot to linger over these traces of 
former prosperity. Hurrying on as fast as he 
dared, having a wholesome dread of fever and sun- 
stroke upon him, at length he gained the welcome 
shade. 

Over-heated, tired, and exhausted, he threw 
himself on the ground, and soon was sleeping 
soundly. 

That unlucky sleep! Awakened by a rough 
grasp on the shoulder, he looked up. Bending 
over him was a crowd of swarthy faces ; and, as he 
rose from the ground in sudden surprise, a second 
hand was laid upon him. Friends or foes, which- 
ever they were, there was no getting away from 
them. 

It was a band of Spanish, or rather colonial, 
soldiers that had thus made a prize of our young 
sleeping Englishman. Soldiers they were, certainly, 
by their uniform and accoutrements, but a queer 
lot, very like Falstaff*s ragged army ; and the 
first thing they did, much to Treverton's disgust, 
was to turn out his pockets. 

It was only the indignity of the transaction he 
did not like, for there was no money whatever in 
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them ; and even the indignity was almost paid for 
by witnessing titeir disgust on ascertaining this 
fact. 

At first, as he could tell by listening to his 
captors' conversation, they had rightly conjectured 
his nationality ; but after the discovery of the 
empty pockets doubts had arisen. An Englishman 
without money was an unknown phenomenon, 
apparently. To resolve the point, the under- 
officer in command put the question, — 

* Inglese, seilor ? ' 

The answer in Spanish was on the tip of 
Treverton's tongue, when it suddenly struck him 
that there was no necessity for letting the soldiers 
know that he understood their language : who could 
tell but what this acquirement, if unsuspected, 
might give him double chances in any effort to 
escape } 

' English ? yes,' he replied. 

Then the officer putting his little body of men 
— there were about twenty in all — in order, and 
placing his prisoner in the centre, gave the word 
to march. 

And so our adventurer, who entered that bit of 
wooded ground only two hours back a free man, was 
led out of it a captive, unknowing whither he was 
going, or when — if ever — the sweets of liberty 
would again be his ; and all this time, within half a 
mile, the means of escape were in waiting under 
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the overhanging bush! What an idiot he had 
been to fall asleep ! Awake, there would have 
been no difficulty in eluding the eyes of the 
soldiers when first they came into the wood. 

Then, it was not only himself who would 
suffer ; there was that poor old Myles, fast break- 
ing up, and wanting careful attendance, who now 
would be left in utter loneliness at Pirates* Creelc 

Not very pleasant thoughts these ; and he was 
not sorry to have them interrupted, as the officer, 
bringing with him one of the soldiers who some- 
how had picked up a little English, tried to gather 
information respecting his prisoner. 

Treverton found that he was considered to be 
an officer or midshipman of an English vessel 
wrecked on the coast ; and indeed his clothes, 
worn and seedy as they were, favoured this idea. 
The conjecture was near enough to the truth, and 
he let the supposition pass. Of course he was not 
going to speak of the pirates* settlement and his 
sojourn there. 

When asked in what part of the coast the 
wrecked vessel now was, he answered, truly 
enough as he believed, that she had gone down 
with all hands. 

His questioner, satisfied with the replies he 
had received, left him ; and Treverton, seeing that, 
on account of his position as an officer, he was now 
subjected to no personal ill-treatment, and that 
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even his hands were not bound, felt that he also 
had reason under these circumstances to feel satis- 
fied. 

The soldiers, wretchedly ill-paid as no doubt 
they were, would have had no scruple in robbing 
him of every dollar in his pocket if he had 
possessed any ; but he was safe from any act of 
cruelty at their hands. 

The wooded ground was but a narrow strip, 
wherein the soldiers on their march had sought a 
shelter during the extreme heat of the day ; and 
Treverton, as he now emerged from its shade, on 
the other side to that on which he had entered, 
found there was a road, or rather a beaten track, 
running parallel to this wood. 

Along this road his captors resumed their 
march in an easterly direction, talking and singing 
as they went. Tired out as he was, the prospect of 
a long tramp was anything but pleasant, and he 
tried to ascertain how far off their destination 
might be. The man who had done duty as 
interpreter, however, chose to be sulky, and refused 
to answer any questions. 

That weary march ! On they went, passing 
here and there a sugar or tobacco plantation, with 
long lines of slaves at work, who stopped for a 
moment from their labour to gaze at the soldiers, 
but the greater portion of the country being wild 
and uncultivated. 
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As the hours went by song and laughter died 
away, and the Spaniards trudged painfully along, 
tired almost as their prisoner. Then sunset came ; 
and then while Harry, scarce able to drag one foot 
after the other, began to think seriously of dropping 
by the wayside, and regardless of consequences 
refusing to stir one inch, a murmur of satisfaction 
burst from his escort. 

Wondering at the renewed vigour with which 
the men now stepped out, he looked up. A few 
twinkling lights in the darkness ahead caught his 
eye — a sight that made him step out as briskly as 
the escort. Soon a hoarse challenge sounded from 
out the gloom. It was answered by the officer in 
command of the party ; and the next minute, as 
well as could be judged by the light from an 
occasional window, they were passing along the 
steep, ill-paved street of a straggling country town 
or village. 

And now the familiar sound of the beating of 
the surf on a rock-bound coast made itself heard, 
a sound increasing until the toil-worn party, 
gaining the summit, fronted — as Treverton could 
tell even in the darkness — the broad ocean. 

A second challenge given and answered ; and, 
entering within the walls of some stronghold or 
fortification, the soldiers were received with loud 
demonstrations of welcome. 

Unnoticed for a time in the confusion — and 
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wishing much that such carelessness had been shown 
during the march ; now it was of no use — Treverton 
rested against a gun that peered out through the 
darkness over the sea. For only a short time was 
the prisoner forgotten ; and then, if anything could 
have amused him at that moment, he would have 
been amused at the way in which his captors 
hurried about, with the word Inglese ever on their 
lips. 

Found at last ; with two soldiers for a guard, 
he was led before an officer, whom by his superior 
rank, and the respect paid him by the subaltern in 
charge of the party, he judged to be the commandant. 

Matters had evidently been explained before 
his arrival ; a few formal questions only being asked, 
through the medium of the same interpreter as 
before. But the tone in which these questions were 
put was offensive in the highest degree ; and stung 
by the contemptuous manner of the commandant, 
so different from that of the sub-officer, Treverton 
as he answered met the Spaniard's scornful glance 
with a look of open defiance. 

This roused the commandant's anger greatly ; 
and, turning to a sergeant standing by, he gave 
some orders of which Treverton could only catch 
the final words — ' dog of a heretic* 

Saluting his superior, and motioning the file of 
men to follow with their prisoner, the non-com- 
missioned officer led the way out of the room. 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



200 PIRATES' CREEK, 

* I have made a mess of it now/ thought Harry ; 
*but for the life of me, even if he were going to 
order me to instant execution, I couldn't help 
letting the fellow see what I thought of him. I 
wonder if these Spaniards keep a rack for the use 
of heretic Englishmen, as in the old Inquisition 
times ? * 

Descending about a dozen dilapidated stone 
steps, the sergeant, unlocking a door at the foot, 
stood aside while the soldiers with their prisoner 
passed within. 
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EITHER rack nor Inquisition had the 
young prisoner to fear. The Spanish 
soldiers, locking the door behind them, 
departed, leaving him alone in the darkness. 

* Immured in a dungeon ! ' In Treverton*s course 
of reading, so many of his heroes had come to grief 
in this manner, that there was a sort of grim satis- 
faction in the thought. 

In those cases the immured one generally sunk 
on the ground, uttering the words ' So fate at last 
has done its worst!' Treverton in like manner fell, 
but it was from a false step on the uneven floor 
while attempting to explore the secrets of his 
prison-house ; and the only word he uttered was 
the unromantic * Oh ! ' of surprise that the sudden 
fall drew from his lips. 
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Then, dungeons should be foul and evil-smelling. 
This seemed pure and pleasant ; and as his eyes 
grew more used to the darkness, he felt sure there 
was a window or some other opening in the side 
opposite to that by which he had entered, through 
which a current of fresh air was pouring in. 

Making his way cautiously towards the opening 
with his hand spread out before him, not wanting 
to experience a second tumble, he touched some- 
thing so cold and smooth, that for the moment he 
was startled and drew back. 

Only for a moment ; and then, as he put his 
hands again on the cold iron, he knew that it was a 
gun he was touching, the muzzle pointing through 
an embrasure, and that the place of his confinement 
was a casemated battery cut out in the face of the 
cliff, and of course overlooking the sea. 

Poor fellow I The romance of being im- 
mured in a dungeon at once flew away. 

A very prosaic feeling of hunger now asserted 
itself. Even the captive in his dungeon was 
allowed his daily loaf and pitcher of water ; and 
was he to starve in his casemate > Resting against 
the gun, he listened. But there came no sound of 
welcome feet descending the steps with food and 
drink ; the beat of the surf far below on the beach 
alone broke the stillness of night. 

When captured by the French he had com- 
panions and friends with him, but now in utter 
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loneliness he was indeed desolate. All he could 
do he did. Like the people of old, when — 

* Hungry and thirsty, their soul fainted in them,* 

he cried unto the Lord in his trouble. 

A weary night was that ! Had he been only 
hungry he might have slept and lost sight for the 
time of his misery ; but with the terrible thirst that 
consumed him there was no real sleep possible. 
For a minute or two he would lose consciousness, 
and dream that he was drinking deep delicious 
draughts — dreams that made the waking still more 
painful. 

Then at last came morning. And from the 
open embrasure the prisoner saw the bright blue sea 
in all its loveliness spread out before him, its waves 
here and there crested with sparkling foam ; and 
far away in the distance a white sail dotting the 
surface. 

Surely daylight must bring relief ! The sight 
of the sea with its waves in motion seemed but to 
make matters worse ; as in after days, when the 
poet wrote, — 

* Water, water everywhere, but not a drop to drink.* 

He tried beating the door with his hands ; 
then he took up a handspike that was lying by the 
gun, and hammered away with that — anything to 
make himself heard. 

And at last help came. The door was opened, 
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and two soldiers entered, one of them carrying — 
O blissful sight ! — a pitcher of water, and food of 
some kind in a dish. 

Not at all a bad-hearted man was this Spaniard. 
Watching the prisoner with looks of pity and sur- 
prise while quenching his burning thirst, he took 
the empty jug from his hand, and, leaving him 
in charge of his comrade, went again up the steps 
to refill it. 

^ Povero fnuckacko r he said as, on returning 
with a second supply of the precious fluid, he 
placed the jug in Treverton's hand. 

Well, it was satisfactory to know that there was 
no intention of starving him to death, and that the 
neglect of the previous night was in all probability 
a mere oversight. A casemate with an open embra- 
sure was not exactly the place one would choose 
t6 reside in. Still, things might be worse; the 
climate of Cuba in the month of November was 
very different from that of an English winter. 
There was daylight, and pure air, and a glorious 
view of the sea ; whereas there might have been 
dirt, and darkness, and a foul atmosphere. 

Such were the prisoner's reflections, when the 
soldiers, having dragged in a quantity of clean dry 
leaves and straw for a bed, left him to his breakfast 
and his thoughts. 

The breakfast consisted of boiled calavances — 
beang which form the principal diet of the West 
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Indian slaves ; wholesome food, not bad eating in 
their way — as the present writer has often tested 
in the midshipmen's berth when other vegetables 
there were none — but rather unattractive for the 
first meal in the day, unless taken with hunger 
sauce. 

That particular sauce came during the morning, 
when the fever produced by the long thirst had 
passed away; and the dish of calavances was 
emptied. 

One thought, we may be sure, came into our 
young adventurer's mind ; and having once come, 
never quitted it — the thought of escape. 

The first idea naturally was — could he over- 
come his keepers? This was a chance that 
evidently had never entered into the mind of the 
Spaniards, for inside the casemate, besides bits of 
old breechings and planks, two or three handspikes, 
intended for working the guns, were lying about. 

Formidable weapons these handspikes in a 
strong hand. With them he doubted not he could 
easily strike down one of the soldiers on coming in. 
Still there would be the other left, a well-armed 
man. Even supposing both should be overcome — 
a most improbable contingency — the way of escape 
would be none the easier; the steps led up into 
the open courtyard of the fort, and how dared he 
venture there ! 

No, the road to freedom could not lie in that 
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direction, although circumstances might by-and-by 
arise when those handspikes would perhaps come 
in handy. 

How about the seaward face of the fort ? 
Putting his head outside the embrasure, and first 
taking a hasty glance upwards to see that the coast 
was clear and that no soldiers were peering over 
the walls, he made a long and careful examination. 

Far, far below, the surge beat upon a beach 
made rugged by pieces of rock that had fallen from 
the face of the cliff on which the fort was built ; 
and his brain grew dizzy, and over his frame there 
crept an involuntary shudder at the thought of 
trying that almost perpendicular face. 

To that feeling he did not intend to give in, and 
it soon passed. Besides, he was a practised climber ; 
many a dangerous cliff had he scaled in old days 
at home in the west country. 

Now, perpendicular as the rock was, the sea face 
was by no means smooth. On close inspection, 
many a jutting-out piece could be seen ; and just 
under the embrasure, at a drop of twelve or fourteen 
feet, there was a narrow ledge. 

This dangerous path— it was barely two feet in 
width — Treverton could trace with his eye, taking 
generally an upward direction, until it reached ai^ 
angle of the cliff. Whether there it abruptly ended, 
or whether, passing the angle, it still continued its 
course, it was impossible to discover. 
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Yet on that unsolvable question rested, so far 
as he could judge, the sole hope of escape. 

There were just three things that would have 
to be done. First, the ledge of rock must be reached 
by some means or other. Then this dangerous 
path must be followed as far as the turn in the cliff, 
and beyond it until level ground was reached. 

But what if there was no * beyond ' } What if 
the path stopped abruptly at the angle, and left 
him there unable either to advance or to go back } 

To this possibility he shut his eyes resolutely, 
with a sort of feeling that if it were too much dwelt 
upon, the venture would never be made at all. He 
would think that there must be a way round the 
projecting point ; and then, when once that danger 
had been safely passed, the only difficulty remain- 
ing would be that of eluding pursuit until his own 
little boat, now resting under the overhanging 
boughs, had been reached. 

The fort itself, he saw, commanded — or rather 
it would do so if well armed — not only the entrance 
to a little harbour at the foot of the cliff, but also 
a wide range of open sea. The guns, however, if 
they were all in the same condition as the one in 
the casemate, would be more dangerous to the men 
working them than to an enemy. 

A very long, beautiful bronze piece was that 
which peeped from Harry's own particular embra- 
sure, stamped with the proud arms of Castile and 
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Arragon ; but the wooden carriage was worn and 
dilapidated, and even to Trcverton's inexperienced 
eyes it seemed as if at the first discharge it would 
tumble to pieces. An attempt had been made to 
cobble up matters by means of new rope fastenings ; 
and bits of old breechings, that had been replaced, 
were lying in one corner among other odds and 
ends. 

This old cordage, covered as it was with dust, 
must have been thrown aside for some time ; but if 
not utterly rotten, it was just the thing Treverton 
wanted. Stooping down, he pulled the little heap 
aside, taking up one of the pieces of rope in his 
hand. The next moment it was thrown hastily to 
the ground ; but not in time to prevent a centipede, 
some six or eight inches long, which had been 
ensconced in the rubbish, from getting on his 
fingers. 

With a shudder he felt the motion of those 
hundred tiny feet, as the creature, serpentining along 
with a horrible rapidity, gained his arm. Another 
moment, and it would have reached his face ; but 
a lucky blow with the other hand dislodged it, and 
a stamp from Treverton's boot killed the venomous 
thing before it could hide itself in any friendly 
crevice. 

Scarcely believing his good fortune, our adven- 
turer found himself unbitten ; but the affair was a 
lesson, while in the tropics, to leave heaps of rubbish 
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lying in dark comers alone ; or, if he must needs 
disturb them, to use something less sensitive than 
his own fingers. 

Beginning his new lesson at once, he took up 
one of the handspikes. But at that moment there 
came the noise of clattering footsteps descending, 
and he carefully replaced it beside the gun. 

Then he heard the key as It turned in the rusty 
lock. 




o 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE COMMANDANT HEARS BAD NEWS. 

j|EN aquiV said a soldier, as the door of the 
casemate opened. 

The summons was accompanied by 
a gesture that sufficiently explained the meaning 
of the speaker ; and Treverton obeyed the order to 
join him without fearing that his knowledge of the 
language would thereby be detected. 

A sergeant was standing outside on the lower 
step, and this man before closing the door took a 
searching and, as it seemed to the prisoner, a sus- 
picious glance around. 

The only thing, however, that had been disturbed 
was the piece of old rope ; and that, when it had 
been thrown down during the encounter with the 
big centipede, had luckily rolled out of sight under 
the gun. Satisfied that all was right, the man re- 
joined his comrade, and all three went up the steps. 
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Wondering much what would be his fate, but 
not over-anxious, the Spaniards (barring the com- 
mandant) having hitherto not treated him badly, 
Treverton stood again in the courtyard of the fort. 

No officer greeted him ; and the sergeant, 
making signs that he might walk up and down the 
platform, joined a party of soldiers who were 
lounging about off duty. 

It was clear that he had been allowed to leave 
his prison simply for the sake of air and exercise 
While granting this grace, however, his captors 
still kept a sharp look-out on the safe-keeping of 
their prisoner. The outer gate was closed, with 
the exception of a small postern ; and in front of 
this a sentry paced continually. It was noticeable, 
also, that although the soldiers of the garrison 
passed in and out of the various buildings just as 
they wished, without any apparent design, yet 
that somehow the court was never entirely left 
without men. 

A rather needless precaution this last, for unless 
anyone trying to escape threw himself over the 
battlements, the only way of getting out was 
through the postern gate. 

No one disturbed the prisoner ; he walked on 
the platform or rested against a gun, just as he 
listed, noting all the strong and weak points of the 
place. Besides six cannon, mounted en barbette, 
pn the sea face, there were four shorter pieces at 

02 
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an angle of the fort, their muzzles pointing from 
embrasures, commanding the entrance of the 
harbour. 

All the stonework, both of the fort and the 
barrack buildings in the rear, was strong and 
massive ; but the guns, like Harry's friend in the 
casemate, were old, and the carriages tumbling to 
pieces. 

Leaning over the parapet, the prisoner had a 
capital opportunity of examining the face of the 
cliff. There was the ledge which some day, he 
hoped, would prove to be the path to freedom. 
Looking down from his higher position, it seemed 
narrower and still more dangerous than when he 
first saw it from the casemate. 

Now, if he could only get a point of view from 
which the other side of that unhappy angle could 
be seen, so that he might know whether the ledge 
rounded the point or not, his anxiety would be set 
at rest. 

From the platform where he stood he was no 
better off in this respect than when in the case- 
mate, but at the extreme end of the court there ^ 
did seem to be a vantage-ground which looked 
over the exact spot. He would try, at all events, 
how far his tether extended ; he could but be sent 
back. 

Strolling along, therefore, as if unconcernedly, 
his hands in his pogkets, he made hj? way by 
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degrees towards that part of the courtyard. The 
nearer he got to the place, the more he felt sure 
that it would afford him just the view he wanted ; 
half a dozen more steps, and he would be there. 

It was not to be. ' Come back ! ' shouted an 
imperative voice in Spanish. 

A moment yet he paused, irresolute. So hard 
it seemed to leave that doubt unsolved. Should he 
make a run for those few yards ? 

No. Even if he gained his purpose, suspicion 
would be aroused, hard treatment and closer con- 
finement would be sure to follow. He must be 
content to do without the much longed-for know- 
ledge. 

So, turning round, he retraced his steps ; and 
the unsuspecting sergeant, pointing to the platform, 
explained by signs that that was to be the limit of 
his walk. 

Just then a sort of flutter or stir passed over 
the little garrison, betokening the arrival of some 
great man. A guard was quickly drawn up in the 
court, the gates were thrown wide open, and 
presently there strode in, while the drums beat 
and the soldiers presented arms, the commandant, 
attended by his subaltern. 

Some news just arrived seemed to have excited 
the commandant's anger ; holding in his hand an 
open letter, he read it aloud, with many expres- 
sions of indignation. The perfidy of England 
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appeared to be the burden of the story ; and 
Treverton, attracted by the words, closed up as 
near as he dared, until by degrees he made out the 
whole story. 

No wonder the Spanish officer was angry. 
Four treasure ships had been captured by Captain 
Moore of the 'Immortality* on October 5, off 
Cadiz ; and this without any formal declaration of 
war! 

Now in these seas for some months English 
and Spanish privateers had carried on a predatory 
warfare ; and Treverton, knowing this, had felt he 
was on enemy's ground directly he stepped on the 
mainland of Cuba. Still the angry correspondence 
between the two Governments had not quite ceased, 
and war, although imminent, had not been de- 
clared. 

Some slight chance, therefore, there might have 
been of release if he had boldly claimed his free- 
dom, pleading that he could be no lawful prisoner 
of war when war between the two countries there 
was none. 

That chance, if it ever existed, was gone now. 
The Spanish commandant, suddenly catching sight 
of Treverton, pointedly turned his back ; and 
when, the hour of exercise being over, the prisoner 
was conducted down the steps to the casemate, 
the escort looked as angry and ill-disposed as their 
officer. 
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The second meal of the day — calavances, al- 
ways calavances — was carried inside at the same 
time, which just suited our prisoner's views, who 
hoped now to be left undisturbed until the next 
morning. 

A few hours only of daylight remained. The 
casemate itself, with its one small opening to sea 
and air, was never overflooded with light, and it 
had the disadvantage also of facing the north- 
east. All the more necessary, therefore, was it 
to take advantage of those few hours, and set to 
work at once. 

And the first thing he did was to poke away 
with the handspike at the little heap of old rope 
and rubbish lying in the dark corner. 

Big and little centipedes scuttled away in all 
directions ; and it was with immense satisfaction 
that he succeeded in killing at least half a dozen 
— to say nothing of one tolerable-sized scorpion. 
He would be able to sleep now without the ' creepy ' 
sensation that one of the horrible creatures was 
entwining itself in his hair. 

The pieces of rope were the things he wanted ; 
and after carefully picking out all that seemed 
serviceable, he heaped up the remaining rubbish, 
making it look as near as possible as it did before. 

Unluckily, by far the greater portion of this 
rope consisted of bits of worn-out gun-breechings ; 
and to pull this thick stuff to pieces — which must 
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be done to enable him to splice together one 
longer, thinner rope — was terrible work. In fact, 
it was nothing more nor less than oakum-picking. 

But oakum-picking done voluntarily, as the 
first step on the road to freedom, is very different 
from oakum-picking done as a task- work by convicts ; 
and stiff and sore as Treverton's fingers became, 
he never ceased from his toil until it grew dark. 

Then perforce he left off, carefully putting the 
evidences of his occupation out of sight. He had 
hoped to make a rope sufficiently strong to bear 
his weight, and long enough when fastened round 
the muzzle of the gun to enable him to reach the 
ledge with his feet, in one day. Now, reckoning 
by the little progress already made, that one day 
lengthened out to two, or three, or even four. 

Sleep was sound that night after the hard 
work ; but so bad were his fingers the next morn- 
ing that, on the soldiers bringing the usual break- 
fast, he feigned to be looking out through the 
embrasure. If the pitcher had been given into his 
own hands, their condition would infallibly have 
been discovered. 

A whole week had gone by ; and according to 
Treverton's reckoning — a difficult thing to manage 
correctly when in prison, unless you begin at once 
to cut a notch for each day as it passes — December 
had begfun, and still the rope was unfinished. 

Then one morning, while exercising as usual on 
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the platform, he was startled by hearing his name 
mentioned. At least, it was the * English pri- 
soner* of whom the commandant was speaking, 
while pacing the courtyard of the fort with his 
under-officer. 

Treverton found that a party of soldiers were 
about to march to Havana the following day, and 
that he himself was to be placed under their charge, 
and delivered into the hands of the captain- general 
of the island on arrival. 

Stirring news this ; especially as the com- 
mandant as a concluding order directed that the 
prisoner should have his hands bound on the 
march. ' If not, he will escape,' he said. 

The order was a compliment, and so was the 
remark ; but it was a compliment that Treverton 
could well have dispensed with. Well, he must 
try to justify the Spaniard's opinion of his courage 
and enterprise — not by escaping on the march, 
but before it. 

Until that day the hour of enjoyment of the 
blue sky and the sea breezes had ever seemed all 
too short ; now he was longing to be re-conducted 
to his prison. There was so much to do, and so 
little time in which to do it. The attempt must be 
made to-night, or not at all. 

Shut up at length in the casemate, he took the 
rope from its place of concealment, and tried to 
calculate, as he had often tried before, whether it 
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was long enough to answer his purpose. If only- 
he had dared to hang it from the embrasure, this 
would have been easily ascertained, but he knew 
too well that the ledge and the face of the rock 
were in full view of any lounger on the platform, to 
run such a risk. 

It was not much of a rope that was required, 
after all. He himself was nearly six feet, so that 
the actual drop of the whole distance, without any- 
thing to hold on by, would have been nothing at 
all, if only he could have alighted on a broad 
platform instead of on a two-foot ledge. 

Now, in turning over in his mind all sorts of 
plans, on one point he had never varied : the 
attempt could not be made in the daytime. At 
night, even though a brilliant tropical moon were 
shining, the chances of discovery would be few. 
The only person belonging to the garrison moving 
about would be the sentry at the gate — a very un- 
likely man to take the trouble of quitting his post 
in order to look over the parapet. 

And this night there would be a first-rate moon, 
so that if — there always are * ifs ' — the rope turned 
out all right, and the ledge round the angle of the 
cliff went all right, why, then he felt pretty sure of 
success. 

So, although his soul loathed them, he ate his 
calavances, knowing that all his strength and 
endurance would be needed ; and then, to leave as 
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little to chance as possible, he worked away at the 
rope until it was too dark to distinguish the strands. 

There was no need for haste ; the moon would 
not be up for a couple of hours yet. Throwing 
himself on his straw couch, Treverton, with all the 
buoyancy of youth, gave himself up to dreams of 
the future. As to his freedom, he considered that 
as already attained ; before sunrise he ought to be 
at the place where the dingy had been left : and 
then he pictured the joy with which the good old 
boatswain would welcome him back to Pirates' 
Creek. 

A rude awakening had these dreams. Was that 
the sound of footsteps } Yes ; and barely had the 
startled prisoner time hurriedly to conceal the tell- 
tale rope beneath the straw on which he was lying, 
when the door was flung open, and an under-officer 
and the sergeant, each carrying a lantern, entered 
the casemate. 

Without a word, they proceeded carefully to 
examine the whole place, exposing every corner to 
the glare of their lanterns, and even putting their 
heads out of the embrasure. 

Coming to the heap of rubbish, the officer 
stirred it slightly with his boot. But here a 
centipede who had escaped from the former foray, 
running out to inquire what was the matter, 
created a diversion, and no more investigations 
were pursued in that quarter 
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* And now/ thought Treverton, who had been 
quaking all the while on his straw, 'now they 
really are going.' 

No ; the officer, stopping, fixed his eyes steadily 
on the young prisoner, the sergeant on the other 
side following his superior's example. 

How his heart beat ! and how he hated the cruel 
light of those lanterns glaring into his eyes ! while, 
expecting every moment to hear the command 
to rise in order that the bed might be searched, he 
tried hard — a dismal failure, he felt — to show an 
unconcerned countenance. 

At length, when the suspense was becoming 
almost unbearable, the officer, as if satisfied with 
the result of his examination, moved away, remark- 
ing to his sergeant, ^ El seflor comandante has 
sent us on a fool's errand.* 

' Not quite a fool's errand,' thought Treverton, 
springing joyfully from his straw as the Spaniards 
locked and bolted the door behind them. ' Your 
commandant is cleverer than you think, as you will 
perhaps see to-morrow morning.' 

The sudden relief from the fear of discovery, 
which seemed inevitable when the officer had first 
entered, gave our hero just the little fillip he 
needed. 

Soon the friendly moon rose. It was time to 
attempt the adventure. And here a good idea 
struck him ; taking up the handspikes and some 
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pieces of planking, he fixed them firmly against 
the door in such a manner that the more it was 
attempted to be forced inwards, the more it would 
jam. 

This would cause a long delay when the 
sergeant came as usual in the morning, and would 
give the fugitive more ' law.* 

Then, making fast one end of the loose-textured, 
flimsy piece of rope round the muzzle of the gun, 
he stepped on the edge of the embrasure. 

Grasping the rope firmly with both hands, and 
uttering a prayer to Heaven for safety, he prepared 
to descend. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

STURDEE TELLS HIS STORY. 

|0 you not think it is time we had some 
more news from the "Endeavour," 
papa ? ' 

A cheerful wood fire blazed on the hearth of the 
dining parlour of Mr. Warden's house in Idol Lane, 
for the evening was autumnal ; but Janet still sat 
at the open window, looking out en that pleasant 
garden where the dying breath of summer still 
seemed to linger — a garden which a wanderer in 
the City would now fail to find, so long has it been 
oppressed with loads of brick and mortar, shaped 
into tall warehouses. 

' Do you not think it is time, papa ? ' asked 
Janet Warden. 

'Truly, child, I think it is. Yet we must 
remember that intelligence hath twice reached us : 
once by the favour of Harry's friend, the young 
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privateer captain ; and again from New Providence, 
when the " Endeavour " was on the point of sailing 
for Cuba/ 

* Yes, but that last letter was dated in August, 
and now it is the middle of October.' 

As to Harry's first letter, giving an account of 
the recapture of the schooner, and Nicholas 
Pentreath's enclosure, wherein the young super- 
cargo's bravery was lauded up to the skies, the 
privateersman having received full particulars of 
the same from the crew of the * Endeavour,' did 
not Janet know them pretty well by heart ? 

Her father, looking depressed, said no more, 
but with a little shiver drew his chair closer to 
the fire. 

Misfortune had of late fallen heavily upon the 
London merchant. Scarcely a post came in from 
foreign parts without bringing news of the loss of a 
ship either by capture or wreck ; and the great 
house of Warden Brothers seemed tottering to its 
foundations. 

The crash which, when talking to Treverton 
before the ' Endeavour ' sailed, he had spoken of as 
being possible in a twelvemonth, might now come 
at any time ; and disaster had so weighed upon his 
mind that the hope of arresting this crash by the 
discovery of the secret treasure grew daily more 
faint. In fact, he began to look upon the whole 
affair almost as a myth, and wondered that he as a 
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man of business had been drawn into such an 
undertaking. 

Watching the anxious face of her father as he 
sat looking at the fire, trying to hunt out expedi- 
ents to keep ofT the coming ruin, Janet could not 
help wishing that Harry were safely back. 

' Well, Andrew, what is it ? * said the merchant, 
rousing himself as the grave old servant entered. 

* Captain Sturdee, sir, is waiting to see you.' 

' Captain Sturdee ! Is no other person with 
him.?* 

' No one, sir.* 

* Let him come in. — More bad news, I fear, 
Janet,* he continued, turning to his daughter. 

If ever a man had evil tidings written in his face, 
the captain was that man, as, bowing low before his 
employer, he stood rubbing his hands nervously 
and saying never a word. 

'Well, Sturdee, where did you leave the 
schooner ? Have you brought her up the river } ' 

* No, sir ; I came home in a man-of-war,* stam- 
mered out the unhappy skipper. 

* Came home in a man-of-war ! Then where is 
the schooner } Speak, man. Don't stand stuttering 
there/ 

' Oh, father ! * interrupted Janet, ' ask him — 
ask him whether Harry is safe.* 

'I believe — that is to say, I hope that Mr. 
Treverton was saved.' 
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Enigmatical words, these. But Mr. Warden, 
recovering from his first excitement, now made 
Sturdee sit down and tell his story in a connected 
manner. 

Up to the time of the arrival of the ' Endeavour ' 
off the coast of Cuba, and then on to the rapid 
approach of the hurricane, and while the schooner 
was being towed, he was allowed to proceed with- 
out interruption. Then Janet drew a deep breath 
of relief. 

' You are sure you saw the little boat with Mr. 
Treverton and the boatswain enter the narrow 
passage between the rocks ? ' 

' Yes, of that I am quite sure.' 

' And then he would be safe when the hurricane 
came ? ' 

' I think there would be no danger, so far as the 
hurricane was concerned.* 

But, relieved as the girl was, her cheek grew 
pale and her lips quivered as the captain went on 
with his story. 

* Well, sir, as I was saying, I sung out to the 
boat's crew to cast off the tow-rope and come on 
board. They didn't require any second telling, 
poor fellows ; they knew it was for their lives. 
Almost as soon as the words were out of my 
mouth they were alongside ' 

' Yes, yes ; go on,' said Mr. Warden as Sturdee 
paused, ' and jumped on board ? ' 

P 
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' Sir/ replied the captain of the ' Endeavour ' — 
and his voice shook as he spoke, * I have never set 
eyes either on boat or crew from that moment' 

A catching sob from Janet was the only sound 
that broke the silence following on the words. 

Then, at a sign from the merchant, the narrator 
went on with his tale. 

' Before a single one of the poor fellows could 
get out of the boat the hurricane struck us, send- 
ing the schooner almost on her beam ends. Luckily 
I had got hold of the weather rigging, and there, 
with the only man who was left on board, I clung, 
expecting every moment to be washed away to 
leeward by the seas that swept over the ship. V/ell, 
the masts went, and she righted ; but never a 
glimpse of the boat did we get. 

' We could just manage the helm between us, 
and then, keeping her before the wind, we let her 
drive. There wasn't so much danger after the first 
burst, you see, sir, and the " Endeavour " is the best 
sea-boat I ever sailed in ; so, if it had not been for 
thinking of the men who were gone, I shouldn't 
have minded so much.' 

' And how long did the storm last ? ' said Mr. 
Warden. 

' Not more than four hours or so, the full force 
of it, and then it began to break, But four hours 
at the helm, when every lurch the ship gives seems 
like to tear your arms from their sockets, is a long 
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spell ; and right glad was I when wind and sea 
had gone down enough to make it safe to uncover 
the companion hatch. One hand at the helm was 
enough now, and I told the man to go below and 
bring up some wine and biscuit out of the cabin. 

'He couldn't have got to the bottom of the 
ladder when he came running up again, with his 
face all white—" Oh, sir, the cabin is awash ! " 

* It was true enough ; the schooner had sprung 
a leak somehow. And, worse still, on sounding the 
well, we found the water was coming in fast. We 
tried to work the pumps, but what could two men 
do, when only one could work at a time, the other 
being at the wheel } 

* My only hand at last gave in. When night 
came on, he threw himself on the deck. " I can't 
pump no more, sir ;** and I couldn't blame him. 

' To my fancy, the leak had begun to " take up " 
a little, as we call it ; the water did not rise near so 
quickly as at first, and the ship might keep afloat, 
at all events till daylight. But when she went down 
— as go down she must — what was to be done } 

* Our two boats were gone, the spare spars had 
been washed clean off the upper deck, the masts 
were gone — nothing whatever was left with which 
we could make even the smallest raft. The only 
articles that would float when the schooner sank 
were the fore and main hatches — and these seas 
were swarming with sharks. 

P 2 
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' It was a bad night that, sir, altogether. It is 
a curious feeling you have when you know the 
ship is sinking, and you fancy at every lurch that 
the deck is slipping from under your feet. I don't 
know that ever I was so near despair as I was that 
night. Daybreak came, and I leaned over the 
side waiting to see the sun rise — " the last I shall 
ever see," I thought — when my heart gave a sudden 
leap. There was a sail close by, right abreast of 
us. 

'We shouted, we waved our caps, but there 
was no need ; the stranger— she was an English six- 
teen-gun brig — had made us out at the same time 
that we had sighted her. Two boats full of men 
came alongside. " What can we do for you ? " asked 
the lieutenant. 

'"Nothing, except take us on board; the 
schooner is sinking," I replied. 

'But that was not their way of looking at 
things. The captain came on board while we were 
talking, bringing his carpenter. Relays of men 
were set to work at the pumps ; and before night 
set in the leak had been stopped temporarily, and 
the "Endeavour" was on her way to Jamaica in 
tow of his Majesty's brig " Ringdove." ' 

' Well done ! ' exclaimed Mr. Warden, who had 
become deeply interested as Sturdee went on with 
his story. * But where is the schooner now ? * 

' I left her at Port Royal, sir, where the dock- 
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yard people are refitting her and putting in new 
masts, the payment of which I guaranteed in your 
name. It was all plain sailing as soon as the 
commodore heard that Warden Brothers were the 
owners. Then, as the " Ringdove " was on her way 
to England, and the captain kindly offered me a 
passage, I came home in her, thinking you would 
like to hear the story from my own lips/ 

' In that also you did well, and the lirm will not 
fail to show how your services are appreciated. 
Now you must be anxious to see your friends, and 
I will not detain you. Be here early to-morrow.' 

* Ay, ay, sir. And please to remember that I 
am ready to go out and rejoin the ship to-morrow, 
if it should be your wish/ 

' Thank you ; ' and the merchant, anxious to be 
alone, that he might reflect a little on all these 
strange tidings, rose to show that the interview was 
at an end. 

Equally anxious to be off was the captain of 
the ' Endeavour.* Like a true seaman, he had put 
' duty ' in the foreground, and on reaching London 
had speeded straight to his owner's house. 

' Now for Stratford ! * he exclaimed, closing the 
merchant's door behind him. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

JANET TAKES UP THE QUEST. 

ANET, I shall have to leave thee for a 
while.' 

It had not taken the clear-headed 
merchant long to shape out his plans. Harry 
Treverton*s life had been risked for his sake ; and 
he must be rescued, if he still lived, at once and at 
any cost ; that of course was clear. 

But the voyage out, the search, and the return 
home would be a long business. Instead of re- 
maining in suspense all that time, why not go him- 
self to the West Indies and conduct the expedi- 
tion } Then it was that, having made up his mind, 
he told his daughter he was about to leave her. 

* Yes,' he continued, * we must bring poor Harry 
back to us ; and there is nothing like being on the 
spot one's self As soon as Captain Sturdee comes 
in the morning I shall make the arrangements.' 

' Oh, papa, could not you take me with you ? ' 




Digitized by LjOOQIC 



JANET TAKES UP THE QUEST 23 1 

* No, my child ; you will be better at home 
minding the house/ said the merchant, shaking his 
head and smiling at the idea. * I am going to 
request my very good friend Captain Maxwell, of 
the " Centaur " — who by good chance has promised 
to call here to-morrow — to give me a passage to 
Jamaica, and women folk are not wanted in his 
Majesty's ships.' 

Now Janet was no longer a child, and although 
ever obedient to her father's slightest wish, yet it 
seemed to her that on this particular point he 
would yield, if only it could be managed. 

So on the following morning, when Captain 
Maxwell made his promised visit, she sat listening 
to the talk and waiting her opportunity. And it 
came. 

* I shall indeed be much honoured,' said the 
naval commander in answer to Mr. Warden's 
request, *if you will be my guest on board the 
" Centaur," and I will with pleasure give a passage 
also to the captain of your vessel.' 

* Why is it that you don't like women folk on 
board your ships 1 ' 

' Not like women folks on board ! ' exclaimed 
the commander, looking down with some amuse- 
ment on the sweet young face of his friend's 
daughter. * And who is it that libels us in that 
manner, Miss Janet ? ' 

* Father says it is so.' 
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* Then your father, for the first time in his life, 
is mistaken. Why, in this very voyage, the com- 
modore at Port Royal has asked me to bring out 
his wife and her maid ; and I tell you what. Miss 
Janet ; I will take you as well, and then you won't 
be able to say any more wicked stories about us.* 

' Oh, papa, do you hear that ? May I go ? 
Say "Yes/" 

* Say " Yes," Mr. Warden,* pleaded the captain. 
' When we get to Jamaica, if you don't want to 
take her in the schooner, she can stay comfortably 
at the commodore's *' pen," as they call the country 
houses there — up the mountains, until you come 
back.' 

Janet's cause did not require much pleading ; 
her strongest advocate lay in her father's heart. 
There seemed now really no reason why she 
should not accompany him. 

* Yes,' he said, and incontinently he received a 
kiss as a reward for doing exactly what he wanted 
to do. 

The commander of the * Centaur ' rather thought 
it was he who ought to have had that kiss. How- 
ever, he did not say so. 

* Very well ; that is all settled. You will not 
have much time to pack up your pretty things, 
Miss Janet ; this is Friday, and we sail on Tuesday 
next. I start to-night for Portsmouth, and must 
hurry off now to the Admiralty.' 
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And the kind-hearted officer quitted the house, 
leaving behind him two grateful hearts. 

There is an old song of which the refrain at the 
end of each verse goes — 

* Oh, the happy days of good King George ! 
Blessed be the memory of good King Geoi^e.* 

Well, possibly we are not very much happier in 
these present days of good Queen Victoria, but in 
many ways life is made smoother and easier for 
us ; and locomotion is one of those ways. 

There were first, second, and third class 
travellers in those days, as there are now; and 
they all journeyed on the same road, as all three 
classes travel by the same train nowadays ; but 
the manner of journeying and the time in which it 
was done differed amazingly. 

For aristocrats and wealthy people there was 
the comfortable post-chaise, with either a pair or 
four horses, as they chose or not to be extravagant 
These were first-class travellers, and would get 
through the journey from London to Portsmouth 
in seven hours, or less if speed were required. 

For the second or middle class there was the 
sfage-coach, inside or outside which a not very 
comfortable twelve hours might be spent on the 
road. And, finally, there was the stage-waggon, 
whereon third-class travellers, whose pockets were 
not well lined, rolled leisurely along through the 
fair southern shires, sleeping on the road, anH 
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lengthening out the journey to days instead of 
hours. 

For real enjoyment, for seeing the country, 
and for the chance of adventure in those days, 
give me the third mode, the lumbering old stage- 
waggon ! 

But for the wealthy (or supposed wealthy) 
London merchant and his daughter, on Monday 
morning there drew up at the door of the house in 
Idol Lane the post-chaise and four. 

Many last words had to be said and instructions 
given ; and the morning was well advanced before 
Mr. Warden, coming out of the room where he had 
been closeted with his confidential manager, took 
his daughter's hand, and passing through the lines 
of bowing clerks and dependants, entered the 
carriage. 

Janet in her sweet youth, happy beyond measure 
that she — whose only journey until now had been 
a summer trip to Tunbridge Wells, where for a 
month Mr. Warden had taken a house on the 
Pantiles — had actually started to begin a voyage 
which would bring her ere it ended to tropic seas, 
and isles where summer ever reigned, wanted to 
share her happiness with her father. 

Glancing at his face, however, she wisely kept 
silent. 

Far different were Mr. Warden's reflections 
from those of his daughter. His thoughts as the 
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chaise drove away from the door — a little swarm 
of small boys cheering as the horses clattered down 
the narrow lane — forecasted involuntarily the time 
when, a few short months of absence having gone 
by, he should once more be entering that house. 

How would it be with him on that day? 
Should he bring with him treasure in abundance, 
so that the house of Warden Brothers might be 
trusted and honoured among his fellow-merchants 
as ever it had been ? Or should he come back a 
ruined man, credit lost, an object of contempt 
and pity to those very men who now, bareheaded, 
bent before him ? 

Well, if it were to be so, even then, he thought, 
perhaps he could bear it. Ill fortune, not ill doing, 
would have brought him to this pass. He would 
still have his honour ; yes, and his child. 

And then turning to look at Janet, the sight of 
her happiness sent for the time all foreboding 
thoughts away. He knew the road well, and 
there were endless objects of interest to point out 
to the young traveller as the chaise rolled rapidly 
along. 

A short halt at midday for refreshment, and 
again they started. And now, as it grew later on in 
the day, there were many signs that a large gar- 
rison and seaport town was not far away. A 
regiment of infantry passed, with band playing 
and a troop of idlers accompanying ; weary 
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soldiers and sailors, carrying bundles, tramped 
along the dusty road, returning from leave of 
absence ; and then a party of twenty young 
sailor lads, looking tired enough, but marching 
bravely along, came in sight, with a Union Jack 
flying. 

The postillions had to pull up, and the pockets 
of both Janet and her father were pretty well 
emptied of small change before they again set 
spurs to their horses ; for these fine young fellows 
were Marine Society boys on their way to various 
ships at Portsmouth, some of them even about to 
join the * Centaur.' 

Then, for the first time in her life, Janet passed 
the drawbridges and gates of a fortified town, a 
very dirty town too, as Portsmouth then was ; and 
as evening was closing in, the carriage drew up at 
the door of the ^ George ' in the High Street. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

VOYAGE OF THE 'CENTAUR.' 

SAILOR wants to see you, sir.* 

A comfortable party of three — Mr. 
Warden, his daughter, and Captain 
Sturdee — were sitting at breakfast on Tuesday 
morning at the * George * when the waiter made 
that announcement. 

Perhaps the term ' comfortable * scarcely 
applied to the commander of the ' Endeavour.' 

Young and shy— although a brave and gallant 
seaman — and rather overwhelmed by the gentle 
manner of the merchant's daughter, so different 
from the brisk demeanour of his own Susan at 
Stratford-le-Bow, his position as the waiter entered 
was a respectful but an uneasy one on the edge of 
his chair. 

A fine tall fellow, in the perfect dress of the 
British navy, had followed the waiter, and now 
stood by Mr. Warden's side, straw hat in hand. 
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and with a lump bulging out in one of his bronzed 
cheeks — a lump caused by the quid of tobacco, as 
essential to the real sailor in those days as the 
'Shiver my timbers!' is to the false stage-sailor 
now. 

* Beg your pardon, your honour,* said the man, 
with a pull at his forelocks, ' but the captain sent 
me to say that the ship was ordered to sail at 
once, and that you and the young lady was to 
come on board.' 

'All right, coxswain ; where is the boat } * 

*At the Point, sir. I'll show your honour the 
way.' 

Passing the far-famed 'Blue Posts,' where Janet 
gazed with interest on a group of midshipmen who 
were lounging about — a gaze that was returned with 
compound interest as the beautiful young girl 
moved down towards the steps — the voyagers took 
their places in a six-oared galley. 

Scarcely would they have managed to reach 
the galley at all, had it not been for the coxswains 
strong arms which cleared the way before them. 
The news of the ' Centaur's ' sailing had got abroad, 
and swarms of women— sweethearts, wives, sisters, 
cousins — lined the beach; all hoping their own 
particular ' Jack ' might come on shore in one of 
the boats ; or, if not, that they might at least be 
able to send a last message of love on board. 

It was a relief when the boat shot out clear of 
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all the noise and confusion, the crew with mea- 
sured strokes rowing her quickly towards Spithead. 

* There she is, miss/ said the coxswain, pointing 
to a line-of-battle ship, a two-decker, lying at 
anchor, with a flag at her masthead which he called 
' Blue Peter,' the signal for sailing. On each side 
was a crowd of boats with wives and sweethearts, 
as many as had lined the beach on Portsmouth 
Point. Steering carefully through these, he brought 
the boat to the gangway, where Janet looked with 
something like dismay at the ship's side, as per- 
pendicular as the wall of a house, and about as 
high. 

'They have unshipped the accommodation 
ladder in readiness for sailing,* said the man, 
noticing the look. 'But it doesn't matter, there's 
the ladies' chair a-coming down.' 

In the ladies' chair Janet took her seat, care- 
fully covered up with flags ; finding herself, after a 
short flight through the air, receiving the welcomes 
of the commander of the ' Centaur ' on the quarter- 
deck of his ship. And there, too, was Mrs. West, 
the wife of the commodore at Jamaica, delighted 
with the chance that had sent her a companion for 
the voyage. 

A novel and a lively scene it was to Janet as, 
standing with her new friend on the break of the 
poop, she watched that gallant ship getting under 
weigh. 
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The manning of a ship in those days depended 
chiefly on the character of the captain. If he were 
popular, although perhaps a strict disciplinarian, 
good men came trooping in from the various ports 
by the dozen. If unpopular, the numbers had to 
be filled up by drafts from other ships, or by the 
sweepings and offscourings of the gaols and the 
streets. 

Even in much later times, when the chronicler 
of this story first entered the service in the year 
1 83- such a bad name amongst seamen for 
flogging did the captain of a line-of-battle ship 
which he joined bear, that, although commissioned 
in the beginning of May, it was December before 
the ship put to sea ; and even then she was only 
three parts manned, and was kept in consequence 
at anchor in the Tagus. 

Captain Maxwell was loved by officers and men ; 
and so it followed that the crew whose proceedings 
the merchant's daughter was watching with such 
admiration was one of the finest in the navy. 

Poor fellows ! their farewells, if not said before, 
would never be spoken now. All strangers had 
been ordered out of the ship ; the men were heav- 
ing round at the capstan to the tune of * The girl I 
left behind me ; * but not a parting glance could 
they take at their sweethearts alongside: the 
anchor came slowly up to the bows, loaded with 
mud ; the tramp of the men ceased, the capstan 
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bars were thrown aside, and the band stopped 
playing. ' Surely/ she thought, ' they will have a 
little time now.' 

No. * Make sail ! Away aloft ! * 

And the men flew up the rigging, and the top- 
men lay out upon the yards. 

' Let fall ! Sheet home the topsails ! * 

And the ship — her white canvas filling under a 
fresh breeze — gathered way; and the boats with 
the dear ones dwindled into black specks on the 
foamy track she left behind. 

With a fair wind the * Centaur ' shaped her 
course down Channel, and when night came the 
brilliant light of the Eddystone was in sight. 

At dinner that evening Mr. Warden took the 
opportunity of praising the crew to his host. ' They 
seem such a happy lot, too, as if they were off for a 
pleasure cruise, instead of being bound for a sickly 
station.* 

* Oh, cruising about the West Indies is far better 
than blockading a French port for months at a 
stretch. Still, I will say that seven hundred better 
fellows never trod a ship's deck. I try all I can to 
make them contented and happy ; although not 
exactly in the same way as my friend the captain 
of a corvette, of whom I dare say you have heard.* 

' No. What was that ? ' 

'Why, he went on shore one day to the 
admiral's office. " My crew are the happiest in the 

Q 
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service ; I have just flogged one half of them, and 
they are glad it's over. And the other half are still 
more glad they have escaped." 

' By the way/ continued the captain, after that 
rather grim story, * how are you going to man your 
schooner ? If I understand you rightly, all hands 
were lost except one/ 

* Oh, her master has arranged all that. Sturdee 
tells me he left orders behind that any good men 
were to be entered at once. There are plenty of 
sailors to be picked up in Jamaica if you only pay 
them well, he says.' 

' Runaways from our ships, I expect,' returned 
Captain Maxwell, with a laugh. * Never mind, I 
won't send a press on board the schooner. — Now 
good-night, Miss Janet ! If your slumbers should 
chance to be disturbed, go to sleep again, and do 
not imagine a Frenchman has got hold of us.' 

Peacefully did Janet sink to sleep that night in 
her little cabin, grateful for the freshening breeze 
which bore her every hour nearer to the rescue — as 
she trusted — of the young hero who had risked life 
in quest of the treasure that would save her father 
from ruin. 

In her dreams she was with him. They were 
walking together in a beautiful island amid palms, 
and strange fruits, and tropic trees. The treasure 
had been found. Leading her to a cavern, he 
lighted a torch. There, on the ground before her, 
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lay heaps of gold coin uncountable, bars of gold, 
crosses, jewels, wealth without end. Stooping, she 
gazed ; when, with a crash as if the foundations of 
the world were rent, the walls of the cave closed in 
upon her. 

With a cry of horror she awoke ; and sitting up 
in bed, her heart beating violently, a second and a 
third time she heard the crash as of thunder, while 
the ship reeled and trembled with the shock. 

Then, remembering Captain MaxwelFs warning, 
the cause of these mimic thunders dawned upon 
her. The crew had been roused, and were exer- 
cising at night quarters, firing broadsides as if an 
enemy had suddenly borne down upon them. 

^I hope we didn't frighten you,' said die 
captain at breakfast next day. ' The fact is, we 
have a great many new hands, and they want 
drilling.* 

'There was one broadside worse than the 
others. The guns seemed to make a single grand 
explosion,' said Janet. 

* Ah, that particular one was what our gunner — 
who likes long worde all the better for not under- 
standing them — calls a " consecrated " broadside.* 

' I suppose he means " concentrated " i ' 

' Just so ; that is what we ordinary people would 
say. But there is the drum beating for quarters, 
and I must leave you ; unless you will like to come 
on deck and see what is going on .? * 
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Of course she liked coming on deck. And when 
on deck, the captain having his own duties to 
occupy him, Janet was handed over into the espe- 
cial care of the signal midshipman, who forthwith, 
from being one of the best liked members of the 
berth, became at once the most unpopular. ' So 
selfish of Martin, trying to keep that nice girl all to 
himself ! ' 

Martin did not seem to mind much. It was 
rather pleasant than otherwise to be envied, and to 
be able to tell a youngster with a patronising air, 
' I say. Smith, Miss Warden thought you ran aloft 
very quickly this morning, considering/ 

However, his offences were all condoned when 
one day he introduced his fair charge to the mid- 
shipmen's berth, which in a two-decker like the 
* Centaur ' was a good-sized apartment aft on the 
Icwer deck, lighted by two ports on each side with 
long thirty-two-pounders, and two vacant stem 
ports. 

There was a keen feeling that something in the 
way of refreshment ought to be offered to such a 
visitor ; but midshipman's fare was rough in those 
times ; rum-and-water was scarcely presentable, 
and five o'clock tea — not counting the fact that 
the tea would have been a black, milkless fluid, 
tasting of chopped straw — was an unknown insti- 
tution. 

So Janet had no tea ; but she sat for half an 
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hour chatting very pleasantly with the youngsters, 
looking at their dirks, and their spy-glasses, and 
their quadrants ; gradually conquering their shy- 
ness as she asked them about their services — nearly 
all of them, young as they were, had been under 
fire — until when she went away she had conquered 
their hearts also, and was entreated to come again, 
and again, and again. 

Altogether, life was not so unpleasant on board 
the * Centaur.* 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

JANET'S CRACK BOAT'S CREW. 

F you had not been on board, I should 
have said this was the dullest cruise I 
ever experienced.' 

So spoke the captain of the * Centaur ' to his 
young guest after three weeks had passed since 
leaving Portsmouth. 

The cruise certainly had been a quiet one. 
Sailing by herself, there Was none of the trouble 
and delay caused by a convoy, but at the same 
time the excitement of whipping up the laggards, 
or of guarding the stray sheep from the attack of 
prowling wolves in the shape of privateers, was 
lost. Then, every sail they met seemed to flee at 
once from the line-of-battle ship : if a supposed 
enemy, on account of her superior force ; if an 
English merchant vessel, to save her men from 
being pressed. 
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Scarcely had the captain given vent to his growl 
when there was a cry of ' Land ! * from the mast- 
head, and he left her to go forward. 

Now, to Janet Warden the voyage had been 
anything but dull. For her it was pure delight to 
sit on deck as she was now sitting, to feel the warm 
balmy air kissing her cheek, to gaze on the snowy 
sails rising tier above tier on the gently swaying 
niasts, to watch the blue heavens, and the still 
bluer seas dimpling into myriad smiles under the 
bright sunshine ; and scarcely she needed this new 
excitement of land being sighted. 

It was the group of islands called Bermuda ; 
and of course her faithful attendant, Martin, was at 
her side the minute Captain Maxwell was called 
away. 

' Now, then. Miss Warden, do you see it ? ' he 
said, after changing the focus and fixing the glass 
half a dozen times over. 

* No,' she could not see it. And a most difficult 
thing it is for unaccustomed eyes to catch the sight 
of distant low-lying land. 

At last, when the islands had been visible for 
some time with the naked eye from the deck, she 
exclaimed, * Oh, is that the land ? I took it for a 
little sand-bank.' 

Very lovely, however, did the islands with their 
crown of cedar trees look later on when sailing in 
their midst as on a tranquil lake; gems set in 
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purest water, where Janet gazing down into the 
crystal depths saw with deh'ght waving corallines, 
and sea fans of glorious hue. 

After a few rambles on shore, Janet came to the 
conclusion that the charm of Bermuda consisted 
more in its water than its land, where the chief 
or only objects of interest were the bluebirds 
flitting about among the cedar trees. As for the 
midshipmen, her devoted slaves, they spent all 
their spare time on the water, or in the water, 
swimming, diving, and searching for treasures of 
the deep to present to their young mistress. 

So long did a faithful adorer one day reniain 
under water, tugging away at a refractory sea fan 
that stubbornly refused to be plucked up from its 
coral bed, that it was feared he had taken up his 
residence there altogether. At length, with the 
coveted prize in his hand, he rose to the surface, 
but so breathless and exhausted that scarcely 
could his messmates get him into the boat. 

By chance Janet heard of this little incident; 
and, though she could not refuse that one particular 
offering from her half-drowned worshipper, she 
let it be known that no more presents of that 
nature would be acceptable. 

A few days at Bermuda, and then the anchor 
was weighed, and the * Centaur,' threading her way 
again through the islets and shoals, was under sail 
for Jamaica. 
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And now, as the ship entered the tropics and 
drew nearer to her destination, came baffling 
bfeezes and light airs and calms. Sometimes for 
the whole day would the * Centaur * rest motionless 
on a waveless sea, her sails drawn up to the yards, 
and the useless helm made fast Then, perhaps, 
towards night would a cool land wind come off the 
shore, and after wafting her some miles on her 
course, die away before sunrise. 

Then it was that the merchant's daughter, 
becoming as the time passed away more and more 
anxious as to the fate of Treverton, was inclined to 
echo Captain Maxwell's complaint that the voyage 
was tedious. 

And throughout one hot day — it was the first of 
December — the long hours had gone by more slowly 
than usual. Wearied with the monotonous calm, 
and exhausted by the heat of the sun's rays, which, 
although the awnings were spread, had strength 
enough to melt the pitch -on the seams of the deck, 
she had gone below to find a cooler place in her 
cabin. 

An hour or two afterwards there was a tap at 
her door. 

' Come in,' she said, laying down the book she 
was making believe to be reading. 

It was her friend the signal midshipman. 

'Will you come on deck, Miss Warden? I 
have something to show you.' 
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If she had spoken her true feeling, she would 
have said, * I don't want you to show me any- 
thing.* Big sharks with cruel eyes, waiting for 
their prey ; quick-darting bonetta ; dolphins clear- 
ing the surface in chase of the flying-fish — had 
she not seen these things all day and every 
day? 

But she was too good-natured a girl to say all 
that. She went on deck — and she was rewarded. 

Lighted up by the gorgeous rays of the 
westering sun, she saw spread out before her in the 
far distance a range of lovely mountain land. 

At once she guessed the truth. ' Is that 
Jamaica ? ' 

*Yes; and those are the Blue Mountains. If 
this breeze that has just sprung up holds, we shall 
be at anchor in Port Royal to-morrow morning.' 

The midshipman's prophecy came true. When 
Janet went on deck with her father in the morning 
the ' Centaur ' was reposing on the quiet waters of 
the harbour in the midst of a large number of 
vessels, men-of-war and merchantmen. 

No blessed sea breeze as yet blew to lessen the 
intense heat. The sky was cloudless. In the hot 
still air the long masthead pendant trailed motion- 
less over the side, and on the mirror-like surface 
the proud ship, her masts and yards, were reflected 
without a break. 

'Oh, this is lovely!' exclaimed the girl. *If 
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only the atmosphere were not so flame-like. But 
have you heard any news of the " Endeavour " ?' 

* Captain Sturdee was with me long before you 
were up, and went away to make inquiries directly 
we anchored. And here he is coming alongside 
now. — ^Well, Sturdee ? ' 

'The schooner is refitted, manned, and ready 
for sea,* said her worthy commander, wiping his 
streaming face. 

Good news that ; and if Janet could have had 
her own way, she would have gone on board at 
once. Every slight delay seemed vexatious, now 
that they were within two or three days' sail of the 
place where Harry had last been seen. 

Several arrangements, however, had to be made, 
and it was not until the cool of the evening that 
Mr. Warden and his daughter left the ' Centaur.* 

And here Janet had to pass through an ordeal 
which, shy though she was, gave her deep pleasure. 
The way to the gangway was lined with sailors, all 
anxious to say ' Good-bye ! ' and to catch one last 
glimpse of the sweet face that had shed a charm 
over the ship during the voyage. 

Through the ranks of these brave fellows she 
walked, with thanks and murmured words of fare- 
well — touching now and then a hand that was 
half timidly outstretched — until the gangway was 
reached. Then, as she went down the accommo- 
dation ladder, a new surprise awaited her. 
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The ' Centaur's' boat was manned— if boys can 
*man' a boat— by the youngsters from the berth ; 
her friend Martin, the signal midshipman, doing 
duty as coxswain. None others were to be allowed 
the privilege of rowing the cherished guest to her 
new home on board the schooner. 

In gallant style the crack boat's crew pulled 
across the harbour. Quickly the vessel was reached ; 
warm farewells were exchanged ; and then, for the 
second time in her life, Janet trod the decks of the 
' Endeavour.' 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE 'endeavour' TO THE RESCUE. 



ANNOT we sail at once? 'was Janet's 
first question. 

Sturdee shook his head. Not a 
breath of air was stirring ; all he could do was to 
get under-weigh at daylight, should there be any 
wind. 

So Janet had to keep down her impatience as 
best she could. Some little time she spent in 
admiring the schooner, which, with new masts and 
spars, and fresh paint, showed no trace of the 
damage inflicted by the fearful hurricane. Then 
she found her way to Harry's cabin. 

All seemed the same ; just as when on that day 
in June, after passing down the muddy Thames — 
how different from the clear water of Jamaica ! — 
he had himself taken her there. No ; the pistols, 
her father's present, which she so well remembered, 
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were gone. Well, there was some satisfaction in 
that. To whatever dangers he might be exposed, 
he was not quite unarmed. 

At daylight the next morning she was awoke 
by the * Yo, heave oh ! ' of the sailors at the wind- 
lass. Sweet sounds to her, for the next time the 
anchor was dropped, would it not be in the Puerto de 
los Piratas ? 

That same evening at sunset, when Janet and 
her father were seated on deck, enjoying the 
pleasant sea breeze, Sturdee pointed out in the 
distance the coast of Cuba. 

The last stage in the attempt at rescue had 
begun. 

The next day the eastern end of the island was 
rounded ; and the captain, spreading a chart on the 
cabin table, showed how short a distance they had 
to run before reaching their destination. 'We 
ought to get there to-night,' he said. 

But the wind dropped, and for two whole days 
the voyagers, almost in sight of their port, drifted 
aimlessly on a glassy sea. The heat and the close 
stillness of the air were terrible. 

On the third day a light air blew softly for some 
hours, leaving them, when it died away, about three 
miles off shore. 

* I cannot quite make out the land,' said Sturdee, 
laying down the glass with which he had been 
closely examining the outer line of reef. *We 
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ought to be exactly off the spot, and yet there is 
no sign of the inlet.' 

'Can't we get closer inshore?' asked Janet, 
who had been anxiously waiting for the captaitf^ 
opinion. 

He shook his head. 'Look aloft, Miss Warden. 
Not a breath even to make the royals draw.' 

True enough. It was a dead calm again. The 
sun poured down its rays from a cloudless sky ; and 
far as the eye could reach not even a cat's-paw 
disturbed the glassy surface of the water. 

'Why not send a boat to examine, like you did 
on that day } There is no fear of another hurri- 
cane under this clear sky.' 

* It is just that clear sky that I don't like, Miss 
Warden. There is something coming upon us, as 
sure as my name is Jack Sturdee. What it is I 
don't know, but I feel it in the air ; and if I could 
only see a storm brewing in a big bank of clouds 
on the horizon there, I shouldn't mind. One could 
understand that.^ 

Janet caught the infectious dread from the cap- 
tain. There certainly was an ominous stillness in 
the atmosphere. Even the hosts of sea-birds that 
had been wheeling round the ship uttering shrill 
cries, or quarrelling with each other as they dashed 
into the water for garbage thrown overboard, had 
disappeared. Sea and sky alike were silent and 
untenanted. 
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It was decided at length to lower a boat and 
search for the inlet, which the captain felt convinced 
was as nearly as possible abreast of the ship. He 
himself went in the boat, and was just shoving 
off when Janet, longing to be the first to see the 
creek, took her seat by his side. 

' I shall be just as safe here as in the ship, you 
know, papa.' 

Mr. Warden saw no reason why she should not 
go ; and the boat, pulled by four stout oarsmen, 
started for the shore. 

Great was Janet's excitement as they gradually 
neared the land, Sturdee as they got close in 
steering straight for one particular part where the 
ground rose higher than on the neighbouring 
reefs. 

• All right. Miss Warden ; here we are. I 
thought I was not far wrong,' he exclaimed, as the 
boat, rounding a point, entered a narrow passage 
with steep sides rising abruptly from the waters. 

* You are sure, quite sure, that this is where you 
last saw Mr. Treverton ? ' 

' This is the very place where the dingy ran in 
for shelter when the hurricane struck us. We were 
not many yards outside, ourselves, in the schooner.' 

And now indeed she began to feel hopeful. 
True, there were a thousand possibilities yet. 
Disease, death, captivity — who could tell to what 
dangers the missing one had not been exposed ? 
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But these haunting fears she resolutely put away. 
At that moment of success she would think of 
nothing but that Providence, who had led her so 
far in the right track, would soon, very soon now— 
perhaps even in that hour — guide her safely to the 
end. 

Eagerly she gazed around as the boat slowly 
made her way through the passage, and finally 
entered the broad sheet of water at the inner end. 
Surely now there would be some signs of Harry's 
presence, something to show that this had been in 
old days the haunt of the pirates ! 

No. Instead of this she saw facing her the 
same seemingly impenetrable mangrove belt which, 
as we know, met the disappointed gaze of Trever- 
ton and the boatswain. 

* Is there nothing more } Must we go back ? * 
she said, with blank looks — her hopes thus sud- 
denly dashed to the ground. 

But Captain Sturdee was not the man to give 
in for one slight check. 'There is a passage 
through those mangroves somewhere, TU be bound, 
Miss Warden, and I intend to find it.' 

And find it he did. Pulling slowly along, 
following exactly in Treverton's v/ake on that 
dreadful day, now more than three months ago, 
the wished-for opening came in sight, the narrow 
lane of water which by a tortuous course led even- 
tually to the ruined settlement. 
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For twenty or thirty yards Sturdee rowed up 
this creek, sounding carefully as he went. 

' Plenty of water for the schooner, Miss Warden,' 
he said, hauling in the lead line, * and the sooner 
we bring her inside the better.* 

To Janet the idea of turning back was unbear- 
able. ' Why not pursue the creek to the end ? ' 

' Two hours or so cannot make much difference 
now to Mr. Treverton, but as to the schooner, I 
should like to get her into this snug place at once. 
And — there is your father.' 

Janet could say no more, and the boat's head 
was turned round. But, oh, her grief afterwards 
that she had thus been over-persuaded ! 

' Good news ? ' asked Mr. Warden, hailing the 
boat before she got alongside. 

* Capital news, sir. We have found the place, 
there is plenty of water, and all we have to do is 
to tow the schooner inside.' 

Slowly, with two boats ahead, the * Endeavour ' 
began to move towards the shore, the captain 
himself taking the helm. More oppressive yet 
grew the heat ; and Janet, when the mouth of the 
little inlet came in sight, contented herself with 
pointing it out to her father. Scarce could she 
speak. 

Surely there must be some terrible convulsion 
of nature coming on, and the schooner was 
doomed never to enter ! 
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Closer drew the vessel to the gap between the 
rocky shores. Another minute, and the dash of 
the oars was echoed from either cliff as the boats 
entered. The next, and the vessel herself was 
inside. 

There was some shade between the precipitous 
sides, but no refreshing coolness ; and shortly the 
sun's rays again smote full upon the voyagers as 
they entered the broad lagoon. 

Then, when midway across the smooth waters, 
there came a deafening crash, and a roar as of 
thunder — but there was no thunder in that cloud- 
less sky. The boats were dashed against the 
vessel's side ; and the schooner, her course 
suddenly arrested, shook and reeled, as if held in 
the grasp of some resistless hand. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 



A PERILOUS PATH. 



T is rather hard upon our hero that he 

should have been kept all this time, just 

^^ ^^ for the convenience of the story-teller, 

at the embrasure in the casemate, rope in hand, 

preparing to descend. 

We will apologise, and see how he fared in his 
adventurous attempt. 

At the very first moment of his lowering him- 
self over, and letting all his weight bear upon the 
frail rope of his own making, he heard a crack as 
if the strands were giving way. 

To drop sheer from that height would be too 
terrible ! Clambering hastily up, fearing lest every 
moment the rope might part, he managed to regain 
the embrasure. Then, casting off from the gun 
the ill-made thing on which depended his sole 
hope of escape, he set to work, by the light the 
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moonbeams gave, to find out where lay the 
mischief. 

Not very difficult to discover that. In one 
part the rope was nearly frayed through ; and he 
felt, with a curious thrill at such a close approach 
to death, that it could not have held on for another 
moment. That particular spot, however, seemed 
the only weak place, and could easily be strength- 
ened. 

It was vexing, though, to lose so much time ; 
and the repair cost him a whole hour. At last the 
weak part was made as secure as he could vci^^i^ it ; 
and for the second time he made fast the rope to 
the muzzle of the gun. 

As a precautionary measure he tugged with all 
his strength before trusting himself to it. All 
seemed right. Again he got on the embrasure, and 
let his feet hang over those giddy depths. 

Crack! went the rope, as before, the moment 
his whole weight bore. But now he was getting 
desperate; besides, it would take more time to 
climb up again than to lower himself down. So 
after the one moment's involuntary pause at that 
ominous sound, he went on. 

There were no more cracks ; the rope held firm, 
and hand over hand he slipped down until he was 
hanging on by the extreme end. But where was 
the ledge of rock on which by this time he should 
be resting ? Had he, after all, miscalculated the 
distance ? 
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Stretching out his feet, he felt for the ridge ; but 
in vain ; they touched nothing but the bare face of 
the rock. Dolt that he had been not to make the 
rope longer ! 

One chance yet there was, and that one he tried. 
Letting go his left hand, he held on by the right 
only. By this manoeuvre, with his arm at full 
length, he gained considerably ; and now with the 
very points of his toes he could touch — or at least 
it seemed as if he were touching — the ledge. 

Well, he must go either up or down ; he could 
hold on no longer. The one horrible danger in 
dropping even that slight distance was, that if his 
feet came down on any spot of uneven ground, and 
he staggered just the least bit, his fate was sealed ; 
he must topple over and fall headlong. 

He let go the rope, pressing closely the while 
against the rock. It was done, and he stood upon 
the ridge ; but for one brief moment his head 
swum, and he thought all was lost. 

Then, as he recovered, the passage of that 
dangerous path began. Cautiously he crept 
along the narrow way, keeping his face turned 
towards the rock, and laying hold on any slight 
projection that his hands could grasp. 

All went well ; and when half a dozen yards 
had been painfully gained in this manner, the ledge 
widened a little. To make up for this, however, 
the wall of rock, which hitherto had, if anything, 
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rather sloped away from the perpendicular, now 
slightly overhung. 

This overhanging increased, making the climber 
stoop more and more, until at last it fairly forced 
him on his hands and knees. After all, this was 
the safest posture, and he might as well, he 
thought, have adopted it at first. 

Then came a very nasty bit, the ledge itself 
sloping downwards, and being covered with loose 
stones — stones which as he moved along rolled off 
the confined path, and fell crashing to the beach 
below. 

Even this dangerous part was safely got over. 
And now just before him he saw the angle in the 
face of the rock ; another minute would show 
whether the ledge still ran on or broke abruptly off 
— whether his fate was to be freedom or captivity. 

Reaching the spot, it was clear at the first 
glance that the angle was not nearly so sharp as it 
had appeared when looking at it from a distance ; 
and his hopes rose as, still on hands and knees, he 
followed the path as it began to turn. 

Then it sloped down considerably ; and then — 
ah, misery ! — it ended. 

' And so,' thought Treverton, gazing with blank 
looks at the dark gap before him — *so end my 
hopes.' 

It was only a gap. For three or four feet 
the ledge had crumbled away; beyond this he 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



264 PIRATES' CREEK. 

could again trace its course as it ran along the face 
of the rock, just as plainly as before. 

Only three or four feet ! Why, a little jump, 
not worthy of being called a jump, would clear it ; 
and yet this insignificant break in the path formed 
as impassable a barrier to his further progress as if 
the gap had extended for fifty times the space. 

One short spring across the abyss, and, if only 
he could preserve his balance on alighting, the 
thing was done. But how could this spring be 
made when the overhanging cliff forced him to his 
knees ? 

Harry Treverton had been very sanguine of 
success ; it is right and proper that young fellows 
of his age should be sanguine ; and after getting 
so far safely along the dangerous path, to be com- 
pelled to turn back was a bitter disappointment. 

Kneeling there in the moonlight, he pondered 
over all sorts of impossible means of getting across. 
In fact, so loth was he to return to his prison that, 
had the rock been one whit less precipitous, he 
would have tried the perilous feat of descending to 
the beach below. 

No, it would not do. Always his thoughts 
returned to their starting-point. If only he could 
* bridge * over that gap ! But at last that very 
word, as it 'passed through his mind, suggested an 
idea. Those little planks in the casemate, how 
capitally one of them would serve for a bridge ! 
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The difficulty, of course, would be to get the 
plank there ; otherwise the plan seemed feasible 
enough. Anyhow, there was no other contrivance 
possible ; it was that or nothing. 

Losing no more time in thought, he resolved 
to make his way back at once. But to do this 
it was necessary to turn round — no easy task on 
that narrow ledge I At the first attempt he over- 
balanced himself. Already was he slipping over 
the brink, when with a desperate clutch he grasped 
a detached piece of rock which lay within reach. 
Scarcely large or heavy enough to bear the strain, 
the stone began to move ; but ere it quite toppled 
over, Trevertori had pulled himself into his former 
position, and was safe. 

Without casting any imputation on our adven- 
turer's courage or nerve, it may be confessed that 
his frame shook a little after this narrow escape. 
After a while he tried again ; and in this second 
attempt he managed better, turning round on his 
knees with his face towards the cliff. It was a 
queer feeling he had part of the time, when his 
feet were hanging over into vacancy, but it passed 
off as he got them once more on the ledge. 

Then began the return journey. Forgetful of 
all fear in the excitement of his new idea, Trever- 
ton made his way back in much less time than he 
had spent in traversing the narrow path on the 
first occasion. Coming at length in full view of 
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what he called his own embrasure, he rested a 
moment, looking up at the muzzle of the gun 
peeping out. 

Yes, there was the gun ; but where was the 
rope which he had left dangling from it ? With 
a sudden chill at the horrid thought that the 
soldiers might have forced the door of the case- 
mate, he hurried on. It was but a short-lived 
panic. Reaching the spot rather breathless, he 
looked up: there was the line, which had been 
hidden in shadow, all right in its place. 

The difficulty was to get at it, for, as will be 
remembered, in letting himself down he had found 
the rope barely long enough. 

Standing on tiptoe and stretching himself to 
his full length, he just managed to touch the end 
with the points of his fingers. There was only one 
way of reaching the rope, and that was by making 
a little spring. But supposing he missed his aim ; 
or the end slipped through his fingers ; or — more 
likely than all — the rope itself should snap at the 
sudden jerk ! 

He made the spring — made it successfully ; and 
without waiting to hear whether the line was 
cracking or not, clambered up into the embrasure. 

Poor Harry ! Once safely back inside the 
casemate, and his excitement passed away. Tired 
out with what he had gone through, he cast him- 
self on his straw bed. Was it worth while risking 
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all those dangers again ? Might it not be better to 
remain content, and be carried to Havana ? His 
lot as a prisoner of war would not be hard, and by- 
and-by no doubt there would be an exchange of 
prisoners. 

These feelings of depression lasted just as long 
as his fatigue lasted, and no longer. An hour's 
rest put them all out of his head ; he thought of 
his duty to poor old Myles, dying alone and un- 
tended ; of his duty to the London merchant who 
had sent him forth to the adventure ; finally, he 
thought of the London merchant's daughter ; and 
then he sprung up refreshed, and ready to begin 
the attempt all over again from the beginning. 

Some little thought and management was re- 
quired about the plank. It was bad enough for 
one person, unweighted, to grope his way without 
falling along the narrow ridge ; doubly bad would 
it be to do so with such an encumbrance. 

There were several pieces of boarding in the 
room that would serve the purpose. Choosing the 
lightest among such of these as seemed able to 
bear his weight, and making it fast to the rope, he 
lowered it over the embrasure until the end rested 
on the ledge of rock. 

Then he let himself down after it, for the third 
and last time, he thought, ' positively ' for the last 
time. 

But how to get the plank along } Carry it he 
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could not ; equally certain was it that he could not 
drag it One way alone remained ; he must push 
it on in front. 

Casting off the rope, he began. But it was 
troublesome work — troublesome and dangerous. 
Stooping at each step, he moved the plank a few 
inches, that was all ; evidently neither he nor the 
bridge would ever reach the gap at this rate. 

Then his good genius suggested a plan. He 
went down on hands and knees, just as he had 
been obliged to do when the cliff began to over- 
hang. In this position he was safer and more 
comfortable (less uncomfortable, perhaps, would be 
the better expression), and soon made good pro- 
gress. 

It was tedious and painful work, and hands 
were blistered and knees were bleeding when at 
length the gap was reached. 
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THE BRIDGE OVER THE GAP. 




TOOPING over, Treverton gazed down 
into the yawning gap before him — 
which was about the worst thing he 
could have done. 

Then, cautiously, he began to push the narrow 
plank across. Inch by inch he moved it along, 
until the farther end reached the spot where the 
ledge again jutted out. 

So the chasm was bridged ; all that remained 
to do was to cross it. And this crossing turned 
out a more fearful undertaking than our adven- 
turer had imagined. 

The plank was tolerably long — at least, there 
was rather more than a foot at each end on which 
it rested — but so narrow that to get across on 
hands and knees, as Treverton had intended, was 
impossible. The only plan was to sit with his 
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legs hanging down on either, side, and work him- 
self gradually over. 

And in this somewhat undignified way he 
began the crossing of his frail bridge — a passage 
almost as bad as that of the fabled * El Sirat.' 

This mode of progression unfortunately neces- 
sitated a succession of little jerks; and as the 
ledge of rock on the farther end was lower than 
that from which he started, Treverton, when half- 
way over, found, to his dismay, that at each jerk 
the plank slid down a little. There was no going 
back now. On he went, knowing that at any 
moment the end might slip off, and himself fall 
headlong into the abyss. 

And yet, with this horrible feeling upon him, he 
was compelled to creep along at a snail's pace. So 
elastic was the thin board — ^he had picked out the 
lightest piece — that he dared not hurry. 

Oh, the time ere those few feet of danger were 
passed ! At length the opposite side was reached. 
Stretching out his hand, he grasped a piece of rock. 
The sudden movement completed the mischief; 
sliding down the few remaining inches on which it 
rested, the plank fell behind him. 

But he was saved. Keeping his hold upon the 
rock, he drew himself up to the ledge, and sat 
down, trembling but thankful. 

Altogether, what with the excitement and the 
labour of bringing the plank along, he felt pretty 
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well knocked up, and would have been the better 
for a good long rest. That, however, was out of 
the question. Although the barricaded door at the 
entrance of the casemate would cause some delay 
in the morning, yet it must eventually be forced. 
The rope hanging from the muzzle of the gun — he 
wished he could have taken it away — ^would show 
the manner of his escape, and soldiers would be 
instantly despatched in search of the fugitive. 

The greater the distance, then, that he could 
put between himself and his pursuers before day- 
light, the better. 

So, after a short rest, up he got, tired, but in 
high spirits at having safely passed over the worst 
bit of the perilous road to freedom. And yet, for 
aught he knew, his progress might be stopped by 
a second gap, or the path might end altogether, 
leaving him a prisoner on the face of the rock, un- 
able to advance or retreat. But he thought on 
neither of these things as he pursued his way. 
Two sources of comfort had just opened out — the 
ledge grew wider, and the cliff no longer overhung 
so as to prevent his walking upright. 

There was a relief, too, in finding that the ledge 
now began to rise. If it had led down to the beach, 
as far as concealment went, he would have been 
nearly as badly off as if in open view on the face 
of the cliff. But it went upwards, until it ended in 
a sloping bank. 
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A short scramble up this bank, and Harry 
Treverton stood on level ground at the top of the 
cliff, his perilous passage achieved. 

The next moment he dropped as if he had been 
shot. Clear against the sky-line he saw standing 
out the figure of a sentry, the moonbeams glinting 
against the polished barrel of his musket. The 
ledge, turning of course as the cliff turned, had 
brought our adventurer close under the walls of the 
fort, on the inshore side. 

So far he was unobserved, and might remain so 
while he lay on the ground ; but how would it be 
when he began to move ? Well, he could not stay 
there until daylight ; he must risk it and run. 

Waiting until the sentry's back was turned as 
he paced his narrow walk, he ran a dozen yards or 
so and dropped again. Good ! That was so much 
clear gain. Again he tried the same manoeuvre ; 
but this time either the soldier had taken a shorter 
walk, or his ear had caught the noise of running 
feet, for from the fort there rang out loud and clear 
in the still air a short sharp challenge. 

With the hail came the clang of the musket 
brought down to the * Ready.' But not for 
thsCt did Treverton pause ; at full speed he raced 
down the hill, every step taking him farther from 
danger. 

Crack ! went the musket, the ball whistling past 
his ears with a sharp //«^. 
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Before a second shot could be fired the fugi- 
tive was at the bottom of the hill, out of range of 
the ineffective firearms of those days. 

Slackening speed, Harry soon made out by the 
moonlight the road along which he had been 
brought as a prisoner, and began his return journey 
at a steady walk, with a quiet laugh at the sentry's 
bad shot. 

But it is possible to laugh too soon — to * hollo 
before you are out of the wood.' And that is just 
what he was doing. A roll of drumsvfrom the 
fort, a noise of shouting, the clattering of arms, all 
showed that the little garrison was on the alert, 
and that a pursuing party would be sent out. 

Poor Treverton ! His elaborate precautions in 
barricading the door of the casemated battery had 
been all in vain. Instead of having the rest of the 
night clear before him until daylight and later, he 
had not even one poor half-hour's respite ; so 
quickly had pursuit followed on the heels of flight. 

His hopes had been to reach the boat without 
hindrance, resting perhaps an hour or so on the 
way. All that was now at an end ; the only 
chance lay in finding some place of concealment 
which might elude the vigilance of the soldiers. 
But he was too near the fort and the village as 
yet, and with the exception of a few prickly pears 
and castor-oil bushes there was no shelter near. 

Farther ahead, he remembered having passed 
S 
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through a wild bit of country with plenty of ' bush.* 
If he could only gain this before his pursuers came 
up, there would be a chance. Quickening his 
pace, he started off again in a run. 

On ordinary occasions the run might have 
lasted almost until the friendly shade was reached ; 
but with bruised and bleeding knees the case was 
different. Soon the speed slackened to a quick 
walk — a walk of which every step was an agony. 

And as the speed slackened, so the shouts of 
the pursuing party came nearer ; and Treverton, 
toiling painfully on, felt his hopes of final escape 
gradually slipping away. 

But as yet, although the moon still shone 
bright, he believed the soldiers had not caught 
sight of the fugitive they were intent on capturing ; 
had they done so, one sudden loud shout of 
triumph would assuredly have arisen to announce 
the fact. So hope did not quite depart ; and at 
length the wood was reached, and the tell-tale 
moonbeams could be eluded. 

There was no time to lose. Forsaking the 
trodden path, forcing his way through prickly 
pears and thorny shrubs, heedless of pain ; 
entangled at every step by the long trails of giant 
creepers ; sinking ankle deep in mire where a 
fallen tree obstructed the course of some tiny 
rivulet ; at length he gained, as he hoped, a secure 
hiding-place. 
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Panting and exhausted, he threw himself down 
and listened. Not very far, with all his pains, had 
he penetrated the recesses of the ' bush ; ' and as 
the party of soldiers entered the wood, every word 
they spoke, and almost their very footsteps, could 
be heard. 

There was a halt and a discussion ; and the 
discussion turned upon the question whether the 
pursuit should be continued along the trodden path, 
or whether the bush on either side should be 
searched. Truly a most interesting subject to the 
fugitive \y\VL^ perdu close by ! 

One hopeful sign he noticed. Among those 
men who considered that the bush should be 
examined, not one volunteered to make his way 
into its recesses. This being the case, it was soon 
decided that the youug Englishman would never 
have ventured there; and that the better plan 
would be to continue the search along the path. 

Then, much to Treverton's relief, the soldiers 
went on ahead ; with the exception of a small 
party of them, who, for some purpose he was 
unable to gather, seemed to return to the fort. 

The situation was not very pleasant when he 
began to reflect upon it. For the remainder of the 
night he might perhaps consider himself safe, but 
what was to be done when daylight came } With 
his pursuers in advance between him and the boat, 
it was impossible, unless they gave up the chase in 

S 2 
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despair and returned to the fort, to continue the 
flight along the trodden path. Equally impossible 
would it be to lie hidden for any length of time, 
without food, in the bush. 

No ; he must try, when morning dawned, to force 
a passage through its entangled mazes in the 
opposite direction to that in which he had entered, 
in hopes of making his way by some circuitous 
route towards the boat. 

Meantime the little bit of clear space where he 
had found a temporary refuge seemed likely to be 
undisturbed by nocturnal wanderers ; although a 
dreadfully uncomfortable feeling came over him at 
the thought of errant snakes or other reptiles. 
The ground was dry; there would be plenty of 
work on the morrow, and the best thing he could 
do now was to remain quiet and rest 

Lying down with his head against the trunk of 
a tree, intending fully to keep wide awake, the 
next moment he was fast asleep. 

From that sleep he was suddenly awakened. 
Starting up, he listened. Mingled with the cries 
of men there was another sound. 

It was the deep baying of a bloodhound ! 
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A NIGHT IN THE BUSH. 

S the baying of the bloodhound reached 
the ears of the fugitive, all hope of 
escape fled away. Thicket and under- 
growth might conceal him from the eye of man, 
but what would they avail against the instinct of a 
dog? 

* lago.' Often during his hour of exercise in the 
fort had he admired the magnificent proportions 
and intelligent head of the noble animal, and made 
advances for his good-will ; advances received with 
dignified scorn, until one morning (the last day of 
Treverton's imprisonment), unable to resist a 
savoury mess of calavances put by from breakfast, 
the dog had graciously allowed himself to be patted 
and caressed. 

And now lago, released by the small party of 
soldiers who, it was plain, had returned to the fort 
for that especial purpose, was to be the means of 
his recapture. 
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Louder grew the sound of that terrible baying 
as, rushing on far in advance of the men, the 
bloodhound gained the entrance of the wood. 

It was useless attempting to move ; spellbound, 
Treverton awaited his fate. Suddenly the noise 
ceased. Could it be possible that the dog had lost 
the scent } Or, as was most likely, had he only 
for the moment overrun it at the place where the 
fugitive, leaving the trodden path, had sought a 
refuge in the thick bush } 

A quick, short yelp of joy from the hound 
showed that with unerring instinct, oft exercised 
in the chase of runaway slaves, the scent had been 
regained. Then came a crashing through the 
underwood, and then Treverton, watching with 
eyes fixed in the direction of the coming foe, saw 
the foliage part. Forcing himself through with a 
bound, the fierce animal dropped at his feet. 

Bending forward, with arms outstretched, he 
awaited the horrible attack. But the creature, 
sniffing at his feet, stopped short, panting. 

' lago ! ' cried Treverton, with a sudden impulse. 
And the dog at once, in full recognition of his 
former benefactor, came near, putting up his great 
head for a caress. 

Then, as if ashamed of his mistake in having 
given chase to a friend instead of an enemy, he 
bDunded back into the bush, making his way again 
into the trodden path, followed by devout wishes 
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on the part of our hero that he might succeed in 
leading his masters far astray. 

And so again the shouts and cries of the 
soldiers died away in the distance ; and Treverton, 
who had looked for nothing better than that, torn 
and bleeding, he would have been held by the 
ferocious beast until his pursuers came up, found 
himself free and unhurt, and able to resume his 
interrupted sleep. 

It was not easy, however, to sleep after such an 
alarm. Besides, the bed was none of the softest or 
pleasantest, and every now and then there was a 
rustle amongst the undergrowth very significant of 
snakes ; and once when he did fall asleep for a few 
minutes, he woke up with a shudder as some cold 
slimy thing crept across his hand. Altogether, he 
was very glad when the night was over, and the 
day broke in a blaze of tropical glory. 

It was no light task that Harry Treverton had 
before him as, with a grateful heart for his preserva- 
tion, but with weary and swollen limbs, he rose 
unrefreshed that morning from his comfortless 
couch in the midst of the bush. 

So far he had ' weathered ' his pursuers ; but, un- 
luckily, there was little doubt that they were still 
ahead, blocking up the direct path between himself 
and the boat. His only plan, therefore, would be 
to find some other and more roundabout way of 
reaching his ark of refuge ; as indeed, on first 
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entering the bush, he had felt would be the better 
course to pursue. 

The one great question was, how far this en- 
tangled maze of trees, and thickets, and under- 
growth, and creepers would extend ; and whether 
he, in his half-disabled state, would be able to force 
his way through until he should come out on the 
opposite side to that on which he had entered. 

If the forest and jungle spread out for miles and 
miles — well, in that case there would be no need 
for any more planning ; the end would soon come, 
when worn out by hunger, and exhausted by hope- 
less wanderings, he would lie down and die. 

But he did not mean to lie down and die, although 
this thought did present itself. That sort of thing 
was all very well for children with wicked uncles — 
why are uncles always such atrocious beings in 
nursery tales } — and kind robins to cover them up 
when dead. But here there were no evil-minded 
relations, and not even a robin. 

Smiling at the conceit, even in the midst of his 
perplexities, our young adventurer began his ex- 
ploration. Certainly, this was an out-of-the-way 
part of the island, far away from the capital, but it 
was not likely there would be a vast waste of 
wilderness lying so near to plantations in full 
working. Far more probable was it that this piece 
of uncleared ground would prove to be a mere belt 
running by the side of cultivated estates. 
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Glancing back, as he started, towards the direc- 
tion in which he had come the previous night, he 
marvelled much how — even in the excitement of 
the moment — he could have forced his way through 
such obstacles. Another marvel there was, of a 
homelier sort, as he looked at his clothes, and 
wondered that they held together at all ; so worn 
were they by that tedious march on his knees, so 
torn and tattered by prickly pear, and thorn, and 
clinging embrace of giant creeper. 

Indeed, the question of clothes, and what was to 
be done when his present dress dropped from him 
altogether, which must infallibly come to pass 
before long, was one that did not well bear thinking 
about ; and far rather, had such a thing been pos- 
sible, would he have discovered a box of clothing 
than the ancient arm-chest. The only hope now 
left was that he might get away from Pirates* 
Creek — if he succeeded in reaching the settlement 
— while yet some disreputable pieces of civilised 
costume remained. 

On first setting out, the progress, though slow, 
on account chiefly of the impossibility of walking 
fast when in such a condition, was in a measure 
satisfactory. The undergrowth became gradually 
clearer and less troublesome ; the trees grew thinner, 
affording glimpses of the blue sky overhead ; 
and far away in the distance it seemed to the 
wanderer that the country opened out altogether. 
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Cheered by the sight, and hoping — hungry, 
thirsty, and footsore as he was — ^that a haven of 
rest lay before him, he stepped out with frefh 
vigour ; and planting his feet incautiously on a 
spot of vivid green, narrowly escaped sinking in a 
deep bog. 

Floundering with difficulty out of the mire, and 
fishing up his shoes, he looked across this Slough 
of Despond. Evidently there was no possibility of 
passing it ; the only chance was to follow it up, in 
hopes of finding firmer ground either at its source 
or its end. 

So, changing his course, which hitherto had 
been in a direction inland, to the right, Treverton 
kept, as well as the undergrowth would permit, 
close to the edge. 

Soon the character of the bog began to change ; 
little patches of water here and there appeared ; 
and then, higher up still, a deep stagnant pool 
spread out, where a huge tree falling had obstructed 
the course of what had until then been a running 
stream. 

Following up the stream, the wanderer's de- 
lighted eyes rested on its source, where the clear 
water, falling from higher ground in a tiny cascade, 
had worn itself a rocky basin. 

Plunging face and hands in this basin, he 
quaffed delicious draughts of bliss, and then, un- 
dressing, bathed in the fresh cool waters. 
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EFRESHED by his bath, the weary 
wanderer rested for a whole hour beside 
the fountain in the 'bush/ lulled to 
sleep by the music of its tiny cascade. 

Then he started up. Cold water, though fresh 
and pure as that which sparkled in the rocky basin 
before him, cannot do everything ; and Treverton, 
now that his thirst was quenched, began to feel how 
terribly hungry he was growing. 

In his own domain (as he called it) at the 
Ptcerto de los Piratas^ nature and its old fre- 
quenters combined had raised up for his use 
bountiful stores of tropical fruits ; but here in this 
uncultured waste there grew neither cocoa-nut nor 
banana. 

Happily, there seemed now some chance of 
escape from its gloomy coverts, and there was no 
longer now any bog to present an impassable 
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barrier. Crossing above the head of the stream, 
Treverton found that his previous idea that the 
bush was becoming gradually clearer had been 
correct. By imperceptible degrees the nature of 
the ground altered, the undergrowth no longer 
impeded his way, the trees thinned out; and at 
length, towards noon, the last bit of wood and 
jungle was passed, and he came out into open 
country and bright sunshine. 

And now how was he to proceed } By turning 
to the right, and keeping along by the edge of- the 
wood, every step would bring him, by a route 
parallel to the path occupied by his pursuers, and 
separated from them only by the belt of bush, 
nearer to the place where he had left the boat 
It followed, then, that that was the route he ought 
to take. 

But, hungry and tired as he was, how long 
would he be able to tramp under the burning sun 
without fainting ? 

If only he could see a grove of bananas, how 
soon would his difficulties vanish ! But none of 
those precious trees were in sight ; nothing met his 
gaze in front but a neglected sugar plantation, or 
what seemed to his inexperienced eye to be one. 

Well, after being so far successful, he did not 
mean to fail in the middle of the enterprise, and 
drop down with exhaustion and hunger, if he could 
help it ; and as this would beyond doubt be the 
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case if he turned to the right and tried to make his 
wiay towards the boat, he decided to explore the 
country in front, and see what would happen. 

No dense undergrowth now obstructed his pro- 
gress, no trailing creepers clung about his legs ; 
but after an hour's walking under a burning sun 
our adventurer was almost inclined to wish himself 
back under the shelter of the forest, even with all 
its discomforts. 

So far he had gained nothing by the change of 
route. Often his progress was stopped by impene- 
trable thickets of cane brakes, which forced him to 
turn aside ; and the only trees he had come across 
yet were a few shadeless acacias. 

At length, however, some signs of recent cul- 
tivation appeared, and he saw before him an out- 
lying sugar plantation, fenced round in parts by a 
tall growth of prickly pear bushes. 

Even prickly pears are better than nothing at 
all, when, since your last night's supper of boiled 
beans and cold water, you have made your escape 
from a Spanish prison, toiled painfully along the 
ledge of a precipice, and forced your way through 
the entanglements of a tropical forest ; and so Tre- 
verton thought as he plucked the tasteless fruit, and 
pricked his fingers with its countless thorns. 

But the produce of the ill-favoured shrub had 
saved him from possible starvation, and he was by 
nj means ungrateful for the fruit. There seemed 
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now no reason why he should not resume his 
proper route ; he ought to be able to reach the 
boat soon after nightfall at the farthest, if no 
soldiers were met with on the way. Night itself, 
perhaps, would prove his best protection. 

So, turning to the right, again he began what 
he called his 'homeward' journey. With weary 
steps and slow was it begun, for on his feet there 
remained no longer any vestige of shoes ; and his 
knees — which the morning bath had for a while 
relieved — were again swollen and painful. 

Haifa mile, perhaps, of this homeward road had 
been got over, the only sound that disturbed the 
silence of the hot, still afternoon being the occa- 
sional shrill chirp of the cicala, when his ears were 
startled by a sudden cry of surprise. In front of 
him, by the edge of the wood, stood a woman, a 
negress, in whose face and wide-open eyes wonder 
and fear seemed struggling for the mastery. 

Apparently the latter gained the day. Not 
liking the looks of the animated scarecrow before 
her, she turned to flee. 

Now this proceeding on the part of the woman 
was not only the reverse of complimentary, it was 
vexatious as well ; for she was the one person Tre- 
verton had met with since landing who could not 
be considered an enemy. That she should run 
away in this manner was too bad. 

There could be no running after her. Even 
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had he been in good condition, this denizen of the 
tropics would have laughed to scorn any eflforts in 
that direction ; he must try his Spanish. If, as 
there could be little or no doubt, she were a slave, 
probably she had picked up something of her 
masters' language. 

' Mnchacha ! * he cried, in as soft a tone as he 
could assume. She looked young enough for the 
appellation. 

At the word the woman stopped. Turning her 
head to listen, she stood like some startled wild 
animal, ready at the least alarm again to rush 
away. 

Then Treverton, still speaking gently, tried to 
persuade her out of her fear. He was only a poor 
fugitive, chased by soldiers who wanted to shut 
him up again in the prison from which he had es- 
caped. And indeed, he added, lame as he was, 
there seemed little chance now of his being saved 
from recapture. 

Whether the woman understood all he said was 
doubtful. With her eyes fixed upon him she 
listened, his appearance the while telling his story 
far more eloquently than words could do. 

The startled and frightened look left her face ; 
gradually as he spoke she drew nearer, and when 
he finished she knelt down, and with the tenderest 
touch stroked his wounded knees. Rising again, 
she told him in broken Spanish, and in a sing-song 
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drawl curiously like the English-speaking n^roes, 
to come to her hut 

Following willingly enough his girl guide, 
Treverton soon reached the little palm-leaf roofed 
dwelling by the side of a cane brake. A fire of 
sticks was smouldering near the hut ; and inside, a 
few mats, with a log of wood for a pillow, formed 
the sole furniture. 

Only too glad was the wanderer to find a 
shelter from the burning sun. Throwing himself 
down on the mats, the while she, close to the open 
door, was busying herself about the fire, he tried 
to extract a little of her history from his sable 
hostess. 

* Escrava ? * Oh, yes, she was a slave, and so was 
Diego. ' Who was Diego } ' He was her husband 
(so this young thing was married !), and just now — 
here she began to lament — he had been sent for 
some ofience, by the overseer, to work with an iron 
bar round his leg, at the place where the big sugar- 
boilers were, far away at the other end of the 
estate. 

Very possibly, Treverton thought, this fact 
made her feel all the more compassion for him, 
who had also so lately been a prisoner. Pursuing 
his researches, he inquired her name, and what 
part of Africa she came from. 

But here, unwittingly, he had touched a tender 
spot. In a deeply aggrieved tone was her reply 
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made — a reply which we will translate from her 
broken Spanish into its correspondingly broken 
English. 

' Africa, sir ? No, me born on estate ; me 
baptised " Juana." * 

* Oh, then you are a Christian ? * said Treverton, 
surprised. 

' Christian ? Yes, me good Catholic,' said she, 
making in proof of her words the sign of the 
cross. 

A few more questions showed that the care 
taken of their slaves in religious matters by the 
Cubans began and ended in their baptism, 
although some might possibly in after life pick 
up the manner of signing themselves with the 
cross. 

All this time, in the midst of her talk, Juana 
had not been idle ; and now, bringing a pipkin of 
hot water inside, she bathed the wanderer's bruises 
and cuts, covering them afterwards with some 
deliciously cool leaves. Then she concocted a sort 
of vegetable stew, of which the groundwork 
consisted, of course, of the everlasting calavances ; 
but mingled with these were ochras, capsicums, and 
other invigorating tropical productions, whereby 
the patient understood for the first time what 
capital cooks were the West Indian negro women. 
Altogether, Treverton had fallen into good 
quarters, and it was difficult to tear himself away. 

T 
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At last he prepared to leave, feeling utterly 
wretched that he had nothing to offer his good, 
kind preserver in return for all her tenderness 
save thanks : not a single piece of money had he 
brought in his pockets ; and, indeed, for that matter, 
whatever amount he might have had would have 
vanished long ago under the skilful fingers of the 
Spanish soldiers. 

Juana, however, wanted nothing. ' Vaya con 
DioSy she said, shading her eyes from the westering 
sun as, standing at the door of her hut, she watched 
her guest depart. 

And that was the last that Treverton saw of 
the kind-hearted young slave. 

Looking at the position of the sun on leaving 
the hut, it seemed as if there were about two hours 
of daylight still remaining. Steadily during that 
time he pursued his way, undisturbed by any 
alarm ; and before sunset, to his great relief, the 
belt of bush country had been passed, and the 
track along which he had been dragged by the 
Spaniards when first captured, regained. 

The way before him now was clear and open ; 
not a soldier could be seen ; and Treverton, fondly 
hoping that the searching party had returned to 
the fort, stepped out as well as his swollen knees 
— which were now getting bad again — and cut feet 
would permit. 

By midnight he had reached the little wood, 
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where he had been awakened from sleep soon after 
landing, by the Spaniards. Nothing but this wood 
and the open ground beyond it now intervened 
between himself and the edge of the lagoon, where 
the boat was lying. This final bit of the journey 
he would leave until morning ; it would never 
do to traverse the mazes of that horrible mangrove 
swamp by night. He would lie down and rest. 

Very short was that rest. Bounding through 
the wood, some animal came rushing towards 
him ; and, ere he could rise, a cold nose was poked 
into his hand. It was his old friend lago. 

A real friend this time, giving opportune warn- 
ing that some at least of the searching party 
had not returned, but were bivouacking near at 
hand. 

He must get away from these dangerous 
neighbours at once. The dog, after a caress or 
two, had gone off to his own masters ; so Trever- 
ton, rising up, bent his steps as carefully and 
silently as he could in an opposite direction. 

It was a long way round, and do what he could, 
the fallen leaves would rustle every now and then, 
making him stop short and listen for sounds of 
pursuit. But all remained quiet, and at last he 
came out safely on the other side of the wood. 

He could have wished that the moon — although 
she had served him so well during his perilous 
adventure on the face of the cliff— had chosen tp 
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hide herself while he crossed the open bit of 
country yet to be traversed. But there was no 
help for it. Getting over the ground as quickly as 
he could (which meant very slowly), he came to 
the edge of the lagoon. 

There before him was the clump of bushes to 
which the boat had been made fast Stooping 
down, he looked beneath the overhanging branches. 

The boat was gone ! 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

PURSUIT AND DEATH. 

MID all the perils of his escape, Trever- 
ton had been looking forward to one 
blissful moment when those perils would 
have come to an end. It was when he should have 
safely reached the edge of the lagoon, and be 
standing by the bush to which the boat had been 
secured. 

That time had now arrived, and of all moments 
it was the one most wretched. 

Scarcely able to believe his eyes, our young 
adventurer gazed at the vacant space beneath the 
overhanging boughs, and looked out over the water 
lying still and silvery in the moon's bright beams ; 
but no sign of the boat was to be seen. 

He sat down. The blow was crushing ; there 
was simply nothing to be done, nothing but to wait 
for the appearance of the soldiers, and to give him- 
self up. Just as well,* perhaps, to do that at once, 
and put an end to all suspense. 
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He could not bring his mind, however, volun- 
tarily to surrender that liberty to secure which he 
had endured such pain and toil. Who could tell 
what morning and daylight would bring ? At all 
events, he would wait and see. 

Scarcely cheered by hope were the few remain- 
ing hours of that night. But morning came at 
last, and Treverton was* rewarded for his resolu- 
tion. Directly opposite, entangled in the man- 
grove branches where the narrow passage came 
out into the open water, he caught sight of the 
dingy. 

No one was in the boat, the painter was trailing 
over the bows ; and it was evident that his own 
carelessness in not securing her properly had 
allowed her to float away. 

It was an immense comfort to see the little 
dingy again — she looked like an old friend — and 
to know that the soldiers had had no hand in her 
temporary disappearance. Unluckily, though, she 
was on the wrong side of the water ; what was to 
be done } 

Now, Treverton was a first-rate swimmer, and 
would have sprung overboard during a calm at sea, 
readily, for a bathe. But that grand enjoyment of 
swimming and diving in the clear buoyant waters 
of mid -ocean was a very different sort of thing from 
stepping deliberately into the slimy chocolate- 
coloured fluid before him. 
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Besides, there were the alligators! Possibly 
also other unclean creatures lying concealed in 
those muddy depths. 

No, he did not like it at all ; and although the 
distance separating him from the boat and the 
mangroves could scarce be more than a dozen 
yards or so, he could not bring his mind to the 
plunge. 

Seated on the bank, and looking across at the 
dingy, he tried to fancy there might be some other 
means of reaching it. Of course there were none. 
Then, like many older persons who have unpleasant 
duties before them, he began to arg^e with him- 
self that there was no hurry about the affair — later 
on in the day would do just as well as now. 

But Harry was blessed with that troublesome 
thing called a conscience ; and conscience spoke 
up loud and strong at that last suggestion. No 
hurry, when perhaps old Myles might be dying ! 

Well, he gave in. If he had to swim those un- 
pleasant dozen yards of dirty water, the sooner it 
was done the better. 

And he got up to do it, making a face and 
shuddering a little, like a child about to take its 
dreaded dose of Gregory's powder. 

It was well that conscience had spoken in time, 
or the opportunity would have been lost. Just then 
Treverton, looking up, caught sight of two soldiers 
strolling leisurely along. On seeing their late 
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prisoner standing by the water side, these men 
quickened their pace to a run — a proceeding which, 
without any other reason, would at once have 
settled the question of delay. 

One glance was enough : the next moment he 
had plunged in, and was breasting the dark water 
that he so much loathed. 

Swimming desperately, fully expecting to hear 
the ping of a musket bullet passing his ears, he had 
made the better part of the way across, when 
curiosity caused him to turn. Then he saw that 
the soldiers — who had now reached the edge of the 
water — were unarmed, with the exception of the 
bayonet in their belts. That danger no longer 
threatened. But another and a worse peril was 
closing in upon him. One of the men, seeing how 
matters stood, ran back, shouting to call the atten- 
tion of his comrades. The second, a fine stalwart 
fellow, gallantly dashed into the water in pursuit 
Even now, while Treverton watched, he was gain- 
ing upon him. 

That one look was sufficient ; a few more 
strokes, and the fugitive had reached the boat, 
Hastily he clambered up the side, hardly daring to 
look behind him, and took the sculls. If only he 
could manage to get inside that entangled mass of 
mangrove roots, no man, he thought, would dare to 
follow. 

But in the act of getting into the dingy somQ 
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little time had been lost, and barely had the 
bows entered the narrow lane of water when the 
Spaniard's hand was on the stern. 

At that moment, before Treverton could lift an 
oar — his only weapon of defence — a slight swirl 
disturbed the sluggish waters as some creature rose 
to the surface ; the soldier's face turned deathly 
pale, and with a dreadful shriek he fell back and 
disappeared. 

It was too horrible ! and Treverton, utterly 
unable to help as he watched the poor fellow being 
dragged down, tried in vain to discover the track of 
the alligator as the enormous reptile made off with 
his prey. 

And then, as he began his passage through the 
swamp, his heart glowed with thankfulness at his 
own narrow escape. Two minutes later in swim- 
ming off to the boat, and the Spanish soldier's fate 
would have been his own ! 

One parting glance he cast at the bank, and the 
clump of bushes to which he had so carelessly made 
fast the boafs painter. All was quiet ; as yet the 
party of soldiers had not reached the water's edge 
in search of the comrade whom they would see 
never more. 

It was tiring work getting through the swamp, 
but it was effected at last Then the head of the 
narrow creek wherein rested the dust of the dead 
sailor 4nd the rotting tin^bers of the ojd vessel \v^% 
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passed, looking gloomy and weird as before. And 
then once more the ruined settlement came in 
sight ; and Treverton, stepping on shore, made his 
way to the little building which, after the wander- 
ings and perils he had encountered since leaving it, 
seemed really as if it were home. 

Where was Myles ? It was nearly noon ; and 
the silence that reigned over the place appeared to 
the returned wanderer almost death-like. Hurriedly 
he entered and glanced round. 

Then he saw him, lying pale and motionless on 
his bed of grass and leaves, his face turned towards 
the wall. Was he dead } 

' Myles ! ' 

No response, either by word or motion. 

Again he called, coming nearer and stooping 
over the still form. No, the old sailor was not 
dead. At this second call his eyes opened, and an 
expression of contentment stole over the pale and 
sunken features. 

' Ah ! that's you, Mr. Treverton > * Harry could 
just make out the whispered words by bending his 
head close down to the dying man. * You have 
been gone a long time, but I always thought you 
would come back before I slipped my cable.' 

It was only by fits and starts that the old man 

could speak, but Treverton made out from his 

story that, although growing gradually weaker, he 

ad been able each day to move about and look 
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after his food. This morning, however, he had 
become suddenly worse, and unable to rise. 

Equally relieved in mind — for it would have 
been a miserable thing if the old sailor had been 
lying there needing help, and with none to assist 
him — Treyerton did all he could to render his last 
hours peaceful. 

Then, after Myles's pressing wants had been 
provided for, he had to look a little after his own. 
He was about as hungry and, if truth must be 
told, as dirty as he well could be, the ill-smelling 
water of the lagoon having dried upon him, cover- 
ing face, hands, and clothes with one uniform brown 
coat. 

A good bathe in the clear water by the little 
wharf, and a thorough scrubbing at the tattered 
garments, or what was left of them, soon put things 
to rights. So clean were the threadbare clothes 
after being dried in the sun, that Harry when 
dressed presented a perfect picture of ' poor but 
honest poverty,* such as we read of in story-books ; 
only of course the rents, which now yawned wide, 
showing the white skin beneath, ought to have 
been neatly darned to make the resemblance com- 
plete. 

The cookery in Pirates* Creek could not equal 
that of Juana in her hut, but hunger proved a good 
sauce ; and Harry, refreshed in all ways, again 
took up his place by the side of the sick sailor. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

A VISION OF GOLDEN TREASURE. 

IJO all of US, as we grow older, it happens 
that the memories of early days stand 
out with far greater distinctness than 
those of later life. 

So it was with the old sailor, as in that lonely 
hut he lay a-dying. 

Dreadful scenes has the chronicler of these 
adventures witnessed in pestilential climes, when 
from the unconscious lips of men in the delirium 
preceding death there have issued oaths, and im- 
precations, and horrible language ; but here all was 
peaceful. The only words that Treverton could 
catch as^ he leaned over the sick man were 
snatches of childish songs and hymns, with now 
and then some familiar text interspersed. 

And, listening thus, he remembered that never 
had he heard Myles give utterance to any evil 
words— forming in this respect a marked contrast 

the rough seamen of those days, 
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* Couldn't you read a little bit out of the Bible, 
Mr. Treverton ? ' 

' I wish I had a Bible, Myles ; but don't you 
remember we came on shore at Pirates' Creek with 
only the clothes we stood upright in ? * 

The sailor's face wore a puzzled expression. *I 
thought we was on board the "Endeavour,"' he 
said. The poor fellow was beginning to wander. 

' I dare say I can remember some bits of chapters 
if you would like to hear them,' said Treverton. 

' Yes, I should. Mother always began with a 
Psalm ; and then I used to make her go on to the 
stories. They must have been good sailors in 
those days, sir. Don't you remember how in the 
shipwreck they anchored by the stern ? And then, 
as I've done myself often in a dark night on a 
lee shore, they just " wished for the day." ' 

To please the dying man, Treverton said as 
much of the story of St. Paul's shipwreck as he 
could recollect. Then he repeated the twenty- 
third Psalm, telling of the valley of the shadow of 
death through which the good old sailor was even 
then passing. 

Familiar words these evidently to the listener, 
whose eyes lighted up momentarily with pleasure. 
Then they closed ; but Treverton, fancying that 
the sound of his voice was soothing to the dying 
man's ears, still went on. Passing to a favourite 
Psalm of his own, he spoke of those who go down 
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to the sea in ships, and see the wonders of the Lord. 
' So He bringeth them into the haven where they 
would be.' Thus far had he repeated the Psalm, 
when he stopped. The sailor's toils were over; 
the ' desired haven ' was reached. 

Treverton could not feel sorry for the lost 
companion who had gone to his rest so peacefully 
after his work on earth was done; but he was 
sorry for himself. Since his return to Pirates' 
Creek so completely had he been occupied in 
cares for the dying man, that he had not turned a 
thought towards his own affairs. 

Now, however, that Myles was gone it was 
necessary that he should realise the situation, and 
come to some decision. And the first question 
'wras— could he remain there, leading a solitary life ? 

* No, a thousand times no,' was the answer. 
Not a day longer than was absolutely necessary 
would he stay. One painful duty he had to per- 
form towards the remains of his late companion. 
When that was done, he would load the dingy with 
as much provisions in the way of fruit as she could 
carry, and trust himself to the waters, hoping some 
passing sail might come to the rescue. 

Provided the weather was fine, and no heavy 
sea got up to swamp the frail boat, there was 
nothing particularly out of the way in the under- 
taking. With two persons in the little dingy, 
bringing her so low down in the water that 
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scarcely any provisions could be carried, it would 
have been the extreme of rashness ; but with a 
single occupant the case was different. 

Yes, he would start the very next day, and 
begin his preparations at once for leaving this un- 
lucky spot. And at the near prospect of getting 
away his spirits rose, and he grew almost joyous. 
As for his friends in Idol Lane, he felt sure of a 
welcome in that quarter, even though no ship-load 
of treasure should herald his return. 

It was growing late in the afternoon, very 
shortly darkness would be setting in ; and, with 
the exception of the few hours* rest at the water's 
edge when waiting for daylight, he had been toiling 
hard ever since leaving Juana*s hut the previous 
evening; yet, tired as he was, he set to work 
cutting plantains and bananas, and carrying them 
to the little wharf. 

A labour of love this ; but in the midst of it an 
odd kind of tremor ran through his frame. And 
then it struck him that either the bunches of fruit 
were heavier than of old, or else that his arms were 
weaker ; for a load that he would have laughed at 
not long ago was now a burden too heavy to carry. 

Well, perhaps he had been doing too much, and 
ought to rest He would knock off work at once, 
so as to be fresh and strong to-morrow— that 
happy morrow when he should say 'Good-bye! * for 
ever to Pirates' Creek. 
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Throwing down his tools, he entered the hut ; 
walking with difficulty, and as if heavy weights 
were on his limbs. 

Then he remembered there was a burden that, 
weak or strong, he must bear before night set in. 
There could be no sleep for him until t/iat had 
been carried away. 

Stooping down, he lifted the body of his old 
companion. It was but a light burden, so thin 
and emaciated had Myles become during his ill- 
ness ; yet Treverton in his weakness staggered 
under the weight as he bore it reverently to the 
other enclosure. 

Then, carrying into his own hut some bunches 
of juicy fruit, and a large gourd full of water — for 
he felt marvellously thirsty of a sudden — ^he lay 
down on his soft bed of leaves. 

Tired and ill as he was — for he began to 
realise now that he must be ill — he thought he had 
nothing to do but to lie down, and sleep would come. 

But the daylight faded into darkness, the weary 
hours passed slowly on, and still Treverton, restless 
and feverish, remained sleepless. Fever, brought 
on by his recent exposure and immersion in the 
fetid waters of the swamp, had seized upon him, 
and ran, coursing like fire, through his veins. 

He felt it, he knew it ; yet would he not give 
way to despair. Trying hard to chase away the 
evil forebodings that crowded round, he repeated to 
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himself, 'My last night here; to-morrow I shall 
be away/ 

But at those words his imagination, half un- 
controlled as the fever grew stronger, conjured up 
another picture. Perhaps, indeed, it might be his 
* last night ' in another sense. He saw himself in 
the morning helpless, unable to rise, doomed never 
again to leave that place of ill omen ; but to die — 
as the unburied sailor in the dark creek had died, 
and as the men in their graves under the crosses 
had died, and as Myles the old sailor had died ! 

Rousing himself, he shook off these uncanny 
fancies, but again and again they returned ; and it 
was not until morning was near at hand that at 
last he fell into an uneasy sleep. 

And sleep brought no respite. In his dreams 
he was pursued by some invisible enemy. Vainly 
he tried to run — his feet were like lead. Then in 
front appeared Janet for his deliverance, with out- 
stretched hand. Springing forward, he tried to 
grasp it ; but the earth sunk beneath his feet, and 
he fell down, down 

Awaking with a cry, it was broad daylight ; 
and Treverton found — oh, how thankfully ! — that 
the grim visions had vanished with the darkness. 
For a time, too, the paroxysm of fever had de- 
parted, taking, however, half the sufferer's strength 
away with it. 

So the day which had been joyously fixed upon 
• U 
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for quitting Pirates' Creek had dawned ; and the 
stalwart arms which were to propel the boat were 
lying stretched out upon the bed, weak and nerve- 
less as those of a child ! 

For the first two or three hours of that morn- 
ing Treverton lay still and quiet, too weak almost 
to think. Then he began to wonder — calling to 
mind the picture his wandering imagination had 
conjured up during the night — whether he really 
was helpless and unable to rise. 

No, he could sit up, and stand ; y^s, and walk 
too, after a fashion, although his legs seemed some- 
how not to belong to him. It was a comfort in 
every respect to be able to move, for so hot had it 
become inside the hut that he could scarcely 
breathe. 

It was no better when he got outside, although 
the look of the running water gave a delusive 
appearance of coolness. The sun's rays were pour- 
ing down ffom out a cloudless sky, and Treverton 
sank down exhausted beneath the shade of the 
nearest tree. 

There he lay in gloomy thought. The dingy 
was made fast to the little wharf close by, and as 
he looked at the boat, how he longed for strength 
to go on with the work of loading which he had 
begun so cheerfully the preceding day ! As the 
hours passed away the despair of last night again 
crept over his heart. He seemed to be growing 
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weaker and weaker. The heat, too, had become 
worse even than before noon ; in that close stifling 
air it seemed impossible to have any other than 
desponding feelings. A peculiar stillness reigned 
around ; not a fish leaped in the water, not a bird 
chirped in the air, even the ever-cheerful cicala was 
mute. 

Fearing if he did not move at once he would 
never move more, Treverton got up. Better to 
turn his face to the wall in the hut than to die 
there under the tree. 

It was slow work, but at last his weary limbs 
were resting once more on the couch of dried 
leaves and grass— his * last bed,' he thought. 

Not long had he lain there when the earth 
beneath him gave a convulsive heave, a roar as of 
thunder broke the stillness of the air, and the wall 
close to which he was lying began to totter to its base. 

Stricken with horror at the sight, he attempted 
to rise, but his helpless limbs refused to move. Ah ! 
why was no friendly hand near to bear him away 
from that impending death ? 

Bulging outwards, the wall crashed down. And 
then, for that one terrible moment ere he was struck 
senseless by the falling stones, it seemed to Trever- 
ton as if delirium had seized upon his senses, for 
exposed to view at the foundations there gleamed 
before his wondering eyes a vision of gold and 
glittering gems ! 

U 2 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THE END OF THE QUEST. 




ITH pale faces, the crew of the * Endea- 
vour/ as the wave of that dread earth- 
quake passed over the lagoon, clung to 
the rigging, expecting the ship to founder. 

But no second shock followed ; gradually the 
surface, which had been disturbed by the black mud 
forced up from the bottom, calmed down ; and the 
boats' crews, who had rushed on board in terror, 
again resumed their seats. 

' Give way, lads, we are drifting on shore,' sung 
out Sturdee. 

Indeed, the keel was already touching the 
bottom of the shallow lake ; but so soft was the 
mud, that no damage was done. Soon the tow- 
rope tautened, and in another minute the schooner 
entered the narrow lane of water leading to the 
ruined settlement. 

It was a novel scene to Janet as, standing by 
her father's side, burning with impatience, she tried 
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in vain to pierce the dense screen of mangroves 
which shut them in, as the 'Endeavour/ on her 
errand of rescue, slowly pursued her tortuous 
course. So closely did the dark branches meet 
that the yards had to be braced fore and aft, and 
the vessel's sides were swept as she passed on. 

Meanwhile Mr. Warden had been watching 
intently a thick cloud which, immediately following 
on the earthquake, had risen up in front. 

* I cannot make it out, Janet. At first it seemed 
like smoke ; but now the cloud is becoming thinner, 
and looks more like dust* 

Whence the cloud actually proceeded, it was 
impossible to discover through the intervening 
screen of vegetation. But whether dust or smoke, 
it seemed a token that life or human habitation 
was near, and it made the searchers still more 
eager to press on. 

Then the character of the lagoon changed ; the 
mangroves were left behind, the water became clear. 

*Miss Warden, Miss Warden, come here!* 
cried Sturdee, in an excited voice, from the bows. 

Equally excited as himself, Janet ran forward. 
Jutting out slightly from the bank of the stream 
to the left, she saw the wall of what seemed a small 
wharf. 

' As sure as I am alive, miss,* said the captain, 
pointing to a boat floating alongside the wall, 
* there is the lost dingy of the " Endeavour ** ! ' 
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* Then Harry must be here. Oh, thank God ! ' 
exclaimed the girl, while her eyes filled with tears 
of happiness. 

All was bustle on board after this discovery, 
the men entering as fully into the excitement of 
the thing as the London merchant and his daughter. 
No sooner had the schooner been made fast to the 
wharf than the captain's supposition was verified. 

At the stern of that weather-beaten boat, with 
the paint all blistered by the sun and worn by 
exposure, could still be traced the word * Endeavour.* 

Then Janet and her father stepped on shore. 
A small pile of plantains was lying on the wharf; 
and again their hearts beat high with hope as, 
stooping down, they saw how recently the fruit had 
been plucked. He must be somewhere close at 
hand. 

* Harry, where are you } ' cried Janet. And her 
voice broke strangely on the silence of the place. 

Tokens of cultivation were visible in 'abun- 
dance ; bread-fruit and other tropical trees were 
scattered about, the very tool with which the 
plantains had been cut was lying by their side, but no 
sign of habitation, not even a hut, was to be seen. 

Then they went farther on, away from the 
banks of the stream, and came upon more open 
ground, where the bush and undergrowth had been 
carefully cut down. Here were traces enough 
of former habitation. At every dozen yards they 
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stumbled across detached heaps of stones and 
dibris^ showing where buildings had at one time 
stood. 

Many of the walls might have crumbled away 
a century ago, but some — as Mr. Warden pointed 
out — had evidently fallen quite recently ; thrown 
down, no doubt, by the earthquake, and in their 
fall sending up the clouds of dust which had been 
seen from the schooner's deck. 

Still there were no signs of Harry ; and a chill 
feeling of uneasiness and fear crept over Janet as 
she noticed that in no single case had even one 
foot of wall been left standing. Everything had 
been thrown down. 

Carefully, and yet dreading what she might 
encounter, she set to work examining these heaps, 
beginning with one she had just reached, which 
showed, by the regular way in which the walls 
could be traced, that they had been overthrown at 
one and the same time. 

The next moment she uttered a piercing cry — 
a cry that brought Mr. Warden and Sturdee at once 
to her side. 

It was a pitiful sight. Half enveloped in the 
debris of the fallen wall which had struck him 
down, lay the prostrate form of him for whom they 
were seeking; while Janet, kneeling down, her 
^y^s streaming with tears, was hurriedly casting 
away the stones that pressed upon him. 
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The face was pale and death-like, the eyes were 
closed, and from a wound on the forehead a thin 
stream of blood had trickled down. 

' Oh, father, he is dead ! ' she cried, when the 
two men, lifting the inanimate form from the heap of 
stones, laid it for a while on the ground, the head 
resting on Janet's lap. 

No, he still breathed, her father said ; but he 
only shook his head sadly when she sought some 
further assurance as to eventual recovery. 

Janet had found her hero ; but as she sat there, 
stanching with her handkerchief the blood that 
flowed from his forehead, the tears fell fast as she 
reflected how different was that finding from the 
one her imagination so often had pictured. 

She had the making of a heroine in her, never- 
theless, later on, when he had been carried on 
board, and it had been ascertained that no bones 
were broken, and that with care and good nursing 
he might possibly yet pull through. No more 
idle tears were indulged in, and she watched over 
him and nursed him (so far as a young maiden, 
over whose head sixteen summers had not yet 
passed, could do so) as if she had been his 
mother. 

The discovery of the old sailor's body had 
taken place soon after Harry had been carried to 
<-he ship, and the crew had dug his grave near 

one of the crosses that still remained ; but to 
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Mr. Warden it scarcely seemed necessary that his 
daughter's feelings should again be disturbed, and 
he said nothing to her on the matter. 

A bad evening and a worse night did the 
patient pass, but at daylight the fever seemed to 
leave him, and he fell into a peaceful sleep. 

Hopes of recovery crept into Janet's heart. It 
was happiness to watch that sleep ; happiness 
greater still to watch the waking, when the puzzled 
look, which came over her patient as on opening 
his eyes he saw around him the familiar objects of 
his own cabin, changed into one of glad surprise 
as he turned his gaze on the sweet face bending 
over the cot. 

' Janet ! * She could just hear the word, low 
and faint. 

But his young nurse placed her finger on his 
lips (by the way, he kissed it ; I don't know for 
what), and would allow no talking. Only, in order 
just to calm him, she told in few words how she 
and her father had come in the schooner to his 
rescue. 

* And we are going to sail to-morrow. Father 
says that now we have got you back he will be 
content, and think no more about the treasure.' 

At the word treasure a puzzled look again crept 
over the patient's face. * There is something I want 
to remember ' 

But Janet as a last resource made a feint of 
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leaving the cabin ; and Harry, perforce, was 
silenced. 

Mr. Warden had indeed, as his daughter said, 
given up all thought of the treasure. But it was 
with a bitter pang that he contemplated the return 
to Idol Lane as a ruined man. True, his honour 
would be safe ; his personal property to the last 
penny should go to the creditors of Warden 
Brothers ; but how could he at his age begin a new 
career ? And then there was Janet ! 

So, with the exception of a visit now and 
then to see how the patient was getting on, the 
merchant sat alone all day, thinking his own sad 
thoughts. 

As for Treverton, the day passed on well, and 
the next night too. The fever had left him for 
good — at least, so thought his nurse — and he was 
gaining strength. Soon after daybreak he opened 
his eyes. 

* What is that noise on deck, Janet ? ' 

. 'I think they are pulling in the rope that tied 
us to the land.' 

' You mean that we are leaving the place ? ' 
said he, trying to sit up, and too excited even to 
smile at her funny shore- going way of putting it. 

* Yes ; it was settled last night that we should 
sail at daylight* 

' But the treasure is not on board ! ' 
'Treasure? Oh, Harry, there is no treasure! 
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Lie down again and sleep/ She fancied he was 
growing delirious. 

'No, I am not out of my senses/ he said, 
divining the thought. * Although whether I was 
so when I saw the treasure I am not quite sure. 
Anyhow, Janet, call your father.' 

Mr. Warden came, and in five minutes* time he, 
with Sturdee and a party of sailors, was vigorously 
at work clearing away the stones down to the 
foundation of the old wall. 

' Janet, wouldn't you like to go t ' suggested 
Treverton. 

Giving him a look of thanks, the eager girl ran 
up the cabin stairs. She was away longer than he 
expected. At last he heard her light step as she 
sprang on deck from the wharf. 

* It is all true ! ' she exclaimed, and the grateful 
girl in her excitement took his hand and kissed it 
with true Spanish grace. * And it is you who have 
saved us. There was a place hollowed out close by 
the wall, and the stone that covered it fell in when 
the earthquake threw down the wall. And, oh ! 
there are bars of gold, and doubloons, and jewels, 
and ' 

* And pieces of eight ? ' he asked, as she stopped 
for breath. 

*Yes, sir, pieces of eight too,' she replied 
demurely, ' for I saw some coins quite as large as 
eight golden guineas.' 
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To see Mr. Warden when he came on board 
shortly afterwards, radiant with joy and scarcely 
able to speak, grasp Harry's thin hand as it lay 
outside the cot, was a sight to repay all the toil, all 
the sufferings our hero had gone through. 

So the * Endeavour ' had to be once more * tied 
to the land,' as Janet called it ; and, indeed, it was 
a couple of days before the treasure was comfortably 
stowed away under hatches. Then the boats once 
more took the schooner in tow, and Treverton — 
who had begged to be carried on deck — said his 
last good-bye to Pirates' Creek. 

With every breath of the sea breeze he seemed 
to draw in fresh strength ; and when the vessel 
rounded the low sandy point at the entrance of 
Port Royal Harbour on the third day after sailing, 
he was able to sit in a chair and enjoy the novel 
scene. 

No sooner had the schooner anchored than a 
man-of-war's galley rowed alongside. 

*You are soon back,' said Captain Maxwell, 
shaking hands heartily with Mr. Warden as he 
stepped on deck ; * and you have been successful, I 
am glad to see, although your young friend here 
seems to have a touch of yellow Jack still on him.* 

To Captain Maxwell, and to him alone, was 
confided the secret of the 'Endeavour's' golden 
cargo. ' Say not a word about it,' was his advice, 
' or you will have swarms of privateers after you. 
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By good luck there is a convoy sailing for England 
this very day, and you can join it.* 

Only too glad was Mr. Warden to run no risk. 
As for Treverton, he too wanted no more adven- 
tures, and was quite content to rest on deck with 
Janet to watch over him. 

Slow indeed was the return voyage, and it was 
not until nearly two months had gone by since the 
earthquake, that on a quiet evening in February the 
schooner, sailing past the * Perseus,* dropped anchor 
off the Tower Stairs. 

* Do you mind giving me this necklace, sir } * 
said Harry one day after the cargo had been safely 
landed, taking up an ornament with pearls almost 
as big as nuts. 

'Take the necklace, and anything else you like. 
Is It for Janet }* inquired Mr. Warden. 

' No ; I want it for a friend at Ashbrook.' 

Soon there came in return a letter full of warm 
thanks, signed * Rachel Pentreath.' The ' magnifi- 
cent present' had arrived just in the right time, on 
the very morning of her wedding day. 

In the great square pew of the parish church of 
St. Dunstan's in the East which was assigned to 
the mansion in Idol Lane, there knelt in devout 
thanksgiving, on the first Sunday after the return of 
the 'Endeavour,* Mr. Warden, his daughter, and 
Harry Treverton. 

What wonder if, as the service went on, some 
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part of a prayer that was being read 'for the 
success of his Majesty's arms ' fell unheeded on 
the ears of the merchant prince as he looked on 
the young man and maiden, their hands resting 
lovingly on the same open book ; and that he 
should see in the bright future the house of 
Warden Brothers carried on for generations to 
come in more than its pristine splendour ? 



THE END. 
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